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CHAPTER  I. 

THE  RETURN  OF  THE  PRODIGAL. 

A  few  -words  over  a  long  journey. 

And  what  became  of  the  odd  three  thousand  ? 
He  was  not  troubled  at  all  in  gettmg  rid  of  it.  He 
found  claimants  enough  of  all  sorts.  He  was  for 
trusting  its  distribution  to  his  steward ;  but  finding 
that  it  was  likely  to  have  found  its  way  very  little 
beyond  that  worthy's  pocket,  he  called  in  the  aid 
of  Jennyns,  who  declined  acting  with  Sharker  and 
Flint.  All  the  local  charities,  European  and  native, 
had  a  share  of  the  Colonel's  parting  bounty ;  the 
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raclni;  i'uiul  was  onrlclicd  to  a  liandsome  extent; 
and  a  <2;old  cup  was  giNcn  to  be  run  for  hy  officers 
on  active  service.  A  like  favour  was  extended  to 
the  civilians :  and  Captain  Jennyns  and  the  Com- 
mander-in-Chief were  deputed  to  see  the  Colonel's 
bequest  carried  out.  It  might  have  occurred  to  him 
that  three  thousand  would  have  helped  to  furnish 
his  house  in  England,  or  purchase  a  step  for  his 
son,  or  do  some  of  those  little  services  so  needful 
upon  occasion :  but  it  never  did.  If  the  Colonel  was 
the  most  thoughtless  man  alive,  he  was  also  one  of 
the  luckiest.  He  appeared  to  be  in  and  out  of  a  for- 
tune or  a  scrape  in  no  time.  The  ups  and  downs  he 
had  had  were  marvellous.  He  went  to  bed  with  a 
liandsome  income,  and  thirty  thousand  pounds 
paying  him  seven  per  cent.  He  woke  the  next 
morning  a  beggar.  Nobody  molested  him  :  but  the 
Governor's  lady,  and  all  the  other  ladies,  laid  siege 
to  their  lords,  and  he  filled  a  high  official  situation 
in  a  week ;  having  won  fourteen  hundred  pounds 
previously  to  keep  himself  and  his  wife  till  some- 
thing  turned   up.     Beauclerc   felt   as  certain   of 
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sometliing  turninir  up  as  ]Micawber  himself ;  and 
was  mucli  more  correct  in  his  conjectures  than 
that  much  enduring  and  disappointed  financier. 
Then  he  was  talked  about  with  a  lady :  a  certain 
step  to  i-uin,  or  fortune,  in  respectable  circles.  To 
be  sure,  the  Indian  Government,  to  make  up  for 
its  private  peccadilloes,  acted  with  a  wtue  and  pro- 
priety becoming  the  mother  country  (where  a 
privy  councillor  may  be  anything  as  long  as  he  is 
not  found  out),  and  took  away  his  appointment. 
Luckily,  it  was  after  his  wife's  untimely  death, 
some  few  years.  So  he  starved  on  double  batta ; 
and  was  found  so  serviceable  as  a  soldier,  and  so 
charming  as  a  companion,  that  they  gave  him  a  still 
higher  official  salary  than  before,  and  the  very  best 
dinners  that  could  be  eaten.  On  his  return  from 
obscurity  it  was  voted  that  his  infirmities  might  be 
overlooked  this  time,  and  the  ladies  received  him 
again  with  open  arms.  Tliis  was  after  his  uncle's 
death,  when  he  came  into  the  property,  but  I  do 
not  think  that  opportune  circumstance  had  any- 
thing to  do  with  it.  I  rather  attribute  it  to  the 
B  2 
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ColoiicFs  luck — the  luck  of  never  having  made  a 
personal  enemy. 

"  Beauclerc,  I'm  very  hard  up  :  deucedly  hit  at 
the  Sunderbunds  Meeting." 

"  Don't  say  a  word,  my  dear  fellow.  I'd  a 
capital  week.  Take  your  own  time:  pay  when 
you  like." 

Beauclerc  didn't  say  that  he  had  been  hit  too. 

"  No,  no ;  but  if  you'll  let  me  give  you  an 
I  O  U,  or  a  bill,  or  note,  or  something." 

That  was  the  way  his  gambling  acquaintance 
talked  to  him. 

"  Nonsense.  What's  the  use  of  that  between 
us?     You'll  pay  when  you  can,  I  know." 

And  he  pushes  out  his  creditor. 

''  Lend  you  a  thousand  rupees  ?  Yes,  I  dare 
say  I  can  manage  it  for  you." 

"  Upon  my  soul,  Beauclerc,  I'm  very  much 
obliged  to  you :  I  don't  know  what  I  should  have 
done.  I'm  very  short  of  money  just  now,  and " 

"  Don't  say  a  word ;  there's  a  general  impecu- 
niosity  just  now  about  the  British  soldier  in  India 


THE  RETURN  OF  THE  PRODIGAL.  0 

Avliicli  touclies  my  heart.  I've  been  hard  up  myself 
more  than  once  ;  so  I  know  what  a  bore  it  is :" 
and  then  he  lent  the  money. 

"  A  horse !  I  know  of  the  very  best  lady's  horse 
in  Calcutta,  Mrs.  Yansittart.  Vansittart  wdll  otq 
as  far  as  a  hundred  and  fifty,  you  say.  I  think  I 
can  do  better  for  you.  If  you  will  accept  him  as 
a  loan,  I  shall  be  delighted:  he's  one  of  mine, 
very  handsome,  veiy  good." 

"  But,  my  dear  Colonel  Beauclerc,  you  don't 
understand " 

"  Indeed,  Mrs.  Vansittart,  I  do  understand. 
He's  not  quite  up  to  my  weight.  I  don't  want  to 
sell  him ;  and  I  can't  see  why  Vansittart  should 
want  to  give  a  hundred  and  fifty  guineas,  when  he 
can  really  do  me  a  great  favour  by  taking  Conrad 
off  my  hands  for  the  present.  He  knows  the 
horse.     He'll  carry  you  splendidly." 

So  Mrs.  Vansittart  is  a  friend  to  the  Colonel 
for  life. 

That  was  Beauclerc's  luck.  He  was  good- 
looking,  clever,  generous,  and  good-tempered :  I 
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think   no  man  need  liave  better  luck  than  tliat. 
Most  men   make  for  themselves,  or  manufacture, 
such  an  article  as  bad  luck,  with  which  they  find 
fault  on   every  occasion.     It  is  a  grand  thing  to 
have  a  scapegoat.     So  when  a  man   gets    drunk 
and  breaks  his  horse's  knees,  he  calls  it  bad  luck  : 
if  he  neglects  his  duties,  annoys  his  neighbours, 
skates  on  thin   ice,  practically  or   metaphorically, 
speculates  indiscreetly  (for  all  life  is  a  speculation), 
or  shuts  his  eyes  to  consequences,  he  calls  it  ill 
luck.     There  is  no  real  ill  luck  Init  a  bad  wife  :  no 
man  can  contend  against  that :  and  the  man  who 
comes  utterly  to  grief  with  a  good  one  is  worse 
than   a   fool.     AVitli   the   latter   continii-encv   the 
Colonel  had  nothino;  to  do.     He  mio;ht  have  been 
even  more  fortunate  with  his  wife  than  without 
her.    If  his  luck  had  been  no  better,  his  moralitv, 
at  least,  Avould  have  had  a  better  chance  of  with- 
standing temptation. 

When  Beauclerc  Avas  distm'bed  in  tlie  last 
chapter  by  the  arriA'al  of  Mr.  Finney,  he  was 
summing   up   reasons   for   leaving   India   at    the 
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earliest  possible  period.  He  talked  of  his  loan 
and  his  money  matters :  but  he  carefully  concealed 
from  the  ferret-eyed  banker  his  strongest  motive. 
He  was  half  ashamed  of  it,  and  half  afraid  of 
beinfjs;  lauo;hed  out  of  it  too. 

Since  he  had  parted  with  his  boy,  he  had  always 
looked  forward  to  a  time  for  rejoining  him.  He 
would  have  done  so  long  before  this,  but  he  was 
accustomed  to  Indian  life,  and  unwiUing  to  forego 
the  personal  indulgence  which  he  regarded  as  in 
some  way  attached  to  an  Eastern  residence.  More- 
over, Colonel  Beauclerc  was  a  highly  connected 
person,  and  of  some  consideration  in  Calcutta.  He 
had  learnt  that,  with  all  its  advantages  in  England, 
high  birth  requned  some  aid  from  adventitious 
circumstances;  and  now  that  he  had  at  least  a 
competency,  and  might  aspire  to  the  family  seat  at 
Beauvale  without  a  compromise  of  chgnity  from  a 
straitened  rent-roll,  he  had  written  to  his  cousin, 
Lord  Ashdale,  to  sound  him  on  the  subject,  and 
received  a  flattering  answer.  He  was  a  very  affec- 
tionate person,  however  self-indulgent :  and  one  of 
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his  most  amiable  weaknesses  was  a  wish  to  smoke  liis 
cioarwith  Frank;  to  dine  at  liis  mess  ;  to  ridewitli 
liim  to  cover;  to  be  liis  friend  and  his  companion. 
When  one  morning  he  detected  a  grey  hair  or  two 
in  his  wliiskers,  he  saw  it  was  time  to  pnt  his  in- 
tentions into  execution.  He  did  so  without  delay ; 
and  the  result  was,  that  he  reached  Dover  via  Mar- 
seilles, Paris,  and  Boulogne,  about  the  middle  of 
December,  a  few  days  after  his  letter,  which  an- 
nounced no  decided  determination,  but  a  generally 
expressed  intention  of  coming  home.  This  inten- 
tion had  been  generally  and  often  expressed  during 
the  last  four  years ;  and  when  the  wolf  came  no- 
body knew  of  his  arrival,  not  even  Frank  himself. 
He  rested  at  Marseilles :  exhibiting  himself  for 
a  day  or  two  on  the  Esplanade  de  la  Tourette,  and 
the  Boulevard  des  Dames.  He  was  charmed,  for 
half  an  hour,  with  the  Rue  de  Cannebiere.  But 
the  whole  place  smelt  of  commerce,  and  he  re- 
sisted the  attractions  of  soap,  glass,  porcelain, 
and  grisettes,  for  the  allurements  of  Paris.  There 
lie  spent  a  week  in  Europeanising  his  dress,  and 
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loading  himself  with  the  delicacies  of  Parisian  life. 
The  ^Minister,  an  old  friend,  gave  him  a  dinner, 
and  told  him  the  news :  and  when  he  had  found  a 
valet,  who  eased  him  of  his  hat  and  gloves  at 
proper  intervals,  and  presented  him  with  his  cane 
or  his  umbrella,  who  took  possession  of  his  keys, 
his  passport  (those  were  the  days  of  passports), 
and  his  small  change,  he  was  quite  ready  for 
the  rail  and  the  steamer  which  canied  him  to 
England. 

At  Dover  he  ate  his  English  fare  with  a  mode- 
rately good  appetite,  and  drank  of  the  claret,  which 
had  been  manufactured  in  Dublin,  and  imported 

by  the  Lord  Warden.  He  ascertained  that  the 

Hussars,  were  quartered  at  Brighton :  and  forward- 
ing the  main  part  of  his  luggage,  ^vith  his  valet, 
to  the  Clarendon,  he  himself  took  the  rail  to  that 
city  of  Chinese  pagodas,  cavalry  officers,  and  ever- 
blowing  ™ids. 

Lady  Philander  had  a  reception  in  Sussex- 
square.  She  was  herself  the  widow  of  the  late 
Lord  Philander — the  present  bearer  of  that  title 
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being  at  Eton,  and  just  now  struggling  with  con- 
stitutional lassitude  and  heavy  arrears  of  elegiacs. 
She  had  got  together  a  charming  little  rtunion. 
There  was  Professor  Bctell,  the  entomologist :  he 
had  brought,  or  caused  to  be  brought  by  a  hired 
porter,  a  box  of  magnificent  butterflies.  The 
brothers  Turnimout  were  there  to  exhibit  a  com- 
bination of  spiritualism  and  legerdemain,  which 
had  procured  some  extraordinary  rappings  for 
themselves  at  Liverpool  and  elsewhere.  There 
was  that  clever  creature,  Frontdebras,  who  had 
written  a  book  combining  the  delicacies  of  Paul  de 
Kock  with  the  philosophy  of  Kant:  and  that 
charming  vocalist  Gloriani,  who  was  the  hasso 
profondo  of  the  East  Cliff.  There  was  but  a 
meagre  supper:  sandwiches,  light  claret,  sherry- 
and-water:  but  there  were  several  very  good-look- 
ing women,   and  a  small  detachment  of  the  

Hussars.  They  were  not  there  for  the  supper,  you 
may  be  sure.  My  friend,  Madame  Rosenfels,  was 
not  the  plainest  of  the  guests,  and  her  beautiful 
protegee  looked  more  beautiful  than  ever. 
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Three  officers  stood  in  tlie  doorway.  Officers 
AviU  stand  in  the  doorways. 

"What's  the  Professor  going  to  do  with  that 
biij;  box,  I  wonder?"  said  the  Honourable  Tom 
Dashwood,  for  he  was  among  them. 

"Play  us  a  tune,  to  be  sure,"  replied  Charlie 
Ryder,  who  was  another  of  the  doorway  decorations 
to  be  met  with  wherever  there  are  horsey  youth 
and  pretty  women  tuider  the  same  roof.  "  It's  a 
new  sort  of  barrel-organ." 

"  They're  butterflies,  by  Jove ! "  observed  the  in- 
telligent Lord  Alfred  Sloper,  with  slowly  distend- 
ing eyes,  as  Professor  Betell  proceeded  to  exhibit 
the  treasm-es  of  his  life-labour  :  and  so  they  were, 
and  beautiful  specimens  too,  in  the  acquisition  of 
which  Mr.  Betell  had  picked  up  a  large  bumpy 
sort  of  head  and  a  pair  of  spectacles.  There  could 
be  no  doubt  that  he  was  a  clever  man ;  indeed,  he 
was  ugly  enough  for  any  amount  of  capacity :  he 
looked  as  if  nature  had  intended  him  to  benefit 
mankind,  and  he  had  expended  himself  upon  but- 
terflies. 
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"  So  tliey  are,"  said  Charlie ;  "  thorough-bred 
'uns,  too.  Let's  go  and  handicap  'em,  Sloper. 
Come  on  ! "  Lord  Alfred  yawned,  and  pointed  to 
Tom  Dashwood. 

"  Take  him,  Charlie,  it's  more  in  his  line." 

"And  what  are  you  going  to  do?"  inquired 
Dashwood. 

"'  I'm  going  to  sleep :"  and  he  re-settled  himself 
against  the  door-post. 

What  brought  those  three  cavalry  officers  to 
Lady  Philander's  reception  ?  .  Violet  Carloss,  who 
had  become  the  belle  of  Brighton ;  and  the  military 
in  general,  and  these  three,  Dashwood,  Eyder,  and 
Sloper,  in  particular  affected  her.  She  was  pre- 
eminently the  fashion :  and  after  nine  p.m.  was 
only  to  be  found  in  the  reception-rooms  of  the 
great  menagerie-mongers. 

While  the  ladies  were  inspecting  the  Professor's 
butterflies,  another  announcement  or  two  took 
place:  among  them  Colonel  Hoplight  and  Mr. 
Beauclerc.  Lady  Philander  heard  it,  as  in  duty 
bound.     The  Professor  was  describing  a  very  gor- 
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geous  specimen  of  the  Lepidoptera,  and  conse- 
quently did  not  hear  anything  but  himself. 
Sloper,  Ryder,  and  Dashwood,  were  thinking  each 
of  themselves,  and  the  ladies,  possibly,  of  them. 
There  \yas  one  more  who  heard  the  name,  but  did 
not  turn  round.  Violet's  cheek  became  a  soupgon 
brighter,  and  her  eyes  followed  the  example.  She 
hardly  knew  whether  she  were  pleased  or  pained 
the  most ;  at  all  events,  the  feeling  was  a  mixed 
one;  for  Frank's  conduct  had  been  a  little  inex- 
plicable of  late. 

As  Frank  got  through  the  rooms  towards  the 
crowd  which  was  making  its  way  to  the  piano  and 
Signor  Gloriani,  Violet  became  almost  uncon- 
sciously aware  of  his  proximity.  That  singular 
consciousness  is  the  most  convincing  proof  of  the 
magnetic  influence,  and  the  pleasantest  application 
of  the  science  with  which  I  am  acquainted.  I  do 
not  pretend  to  say  what  young  ladies  feel  under 
the  circumstances :  1  know  what  Violet  did  :  she 
turned  round,  and  greeted  Frank  with  an  honest 
smile.  You  may  be  sm'e  she  felt  as  she  looked 
upon  all  occasions. 
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''  Frank  Beauclerc,  liow  long  since  Vyo  seen 
you!" 

"  You  are  always  out ;  or  jealously  guanletl  at 
home  and  abroad,"  said  lie. 

"  Oil,  Frank,  A\hat  nonsense.  By  whom,  I 
should  like  to  know?" 

"  Well,  Violet ;  out,  by  Dashwood,  and  Sloper, 
and  Ryder :  at  home,  by  Madame  Rosenfels." 

"  Donkeys  !"  said  Violet,  with  a  toss  of  the  head, 
and  a  laugh. 

"What,  Madame?"  inquired  the  gentleman, 
rather  amused,  if  not  flattered. 

"  No,  Frank,  not  Madame.  She  must  be  some- 
thing better  or  worse  than  a  donkey,  you  know." 

At  this  interesting  point  of  the  conversation, 
Tom  Dashwood  and  Charlie  Ryder  took  courage, 
seeing  Frank  Beauclerc  in  company  with  Violet. 
Under  cover  of  affection  for  their  brother-officer, 
whom  they  had  only  left  an  hour  ago,  they  saluted 
Miss  Carloss.  ]Madame  Rosenfels  turned  round. 
She  had  begun  to  be  suspicious  of  Dashwood  and 
Sloper.     Charlie  Ryder  was  such  an  imbecile,  that 
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she  could  afford  to  be  agreeable  to  liim,  as  she  was 
to  other  people. 

^'  lMi\  Eyder,  we  looked  for  j'ou  to  ride  with  us 
to-day.  AYe  were  reduced  to  oui'  old  friend  Cap- 
tain Conolly  and  his  little  boy." 

'''  Oh,  Madame  Eosenfels  !  you  don't  mean  that : 
'pon  my  word  now,  that's  too  bad.  I'm  such  a  bad 
one  to  remember.  Do  you  know,  I  went  up  to 
give  Dashwood  a  lead  with  my  chesnut,  for  his 
last  gallop  before  the  steeple-chase  :  I  am  so  sony  : 
because  you  know  the  stable-boy  would  have  done 

just  as  well.     He's  no  more  chance ^Vhy,  you 

can't  handicap  him  with  Frank  Beauclerc." 

^-  And  did  ^Ir.  Dashwood  know  you  promised  to 
ride  with  us?"  said  Madame,  innocently,  and 
almost  turning  little  Ryder's  head,  herself. 

"  For  a  woman  of  her  age,  he'd  never  seen  any 
one  like  her,"  said  he  to  himself.  "  Yes ;  I  told 
him  last  night.     Yeiy  unkind,  wasn't  it,  now?" 

Madame  Rosenfels  sympathised  with  the  dis- 
comfited lover.  There  was  no  danger  in  Charlie 
Evder ;    he    misht    be    encoui^ao-ed :    but   Dash- 
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wood  was  dangerous  to  a  certain  extent.  To 
the  extent  of  clearing  the  ground  of  rivals,  which 
he  had  accomplished  in  a  rather  scientific  manner. 
Sloper  was  still  half  asleep  in  the  doorway. 

"  Ah  !  Madame  Rosenfels,  forgive  me  for  having 
taken  my  friend  Ryder  away  this  morning.  I 
quite  forgot  all  about  his  engagement "  (that  was 
not  true),  "  and  so  did  he  when  he  got  upon  the 
course "  (that  was  true).  "  I'll  ride  with  you 
to-morrow  myself,  Miss  Carloss,  if  Madame  Rosen- 
fels will  allow  me." 

"Hist!"  said  Madame,  holding  up  one  finger. 
"  Signor  Gloriani's  going  to  sing.  ^Ye  must  not 
make  a  noise." 

"  I'm  delighted." 

"Ah!  you're  fond  of  music,  Mr.  Dashwood," 
said  a  young  lady  with  blond  hair  and  an  eye- 
glass.    "  What  a  charming  taste  it  is." 

"  Yes,  Miss  Littleton  ;  nothing  I  like  so  much. 
Gloriani's  capital :  you  can  talk  as  much  as  you 
like  when  he's  performing,  you  know :  nobody 
hears  you,  he  makes  such  a  noise  himself." 
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Madame  Rosenfels  had  escaped  to  a  corner, 
with  Violet  on  her  arm.  Frank  Beauclerc  followed 
up  vigorously.  Something  in  her  conversation,  a 
manner,  had  inspired  liim  with  determination. 
No  woman,  such  as  Violet  Carloss,  calls  her  lover 
^'a  donkey,"  was  his  first  idea:  perhaps  they  do 
in  the  aggregate,  as  one  of  a  curious  collection, 
with  a  mental  reservation  in  his  favour,  was  his 
second.  At  all  events,  Frank  was  beginning  to 
be  jealous  of  his  brother-officers.  As  he  was  hur- 
rying on  with  a  gentle  violence,  Colonel  Hoplight 
crossed  him  and  inquired,  "  Is  Jenny  Jumps  as 
good  as  they  say?" 

"  I  don't  believe  a  word  about  Dashwood,"  said 
Frank,  with  a  mind  somewhat  preoccupied. 

"Dashwood?  but  she's  Kyder's:  unless  Sloper 
has  a  share  in  her." 

"Ryder's — no,  that  won't  do.  She's  not  half 
such  a  fool,  I  can  tell  you.  Ryder's?  that's  too 
good."     The  Colonel  looked  a  little  bewildered. 

"Fool — no!  they  tell  me  she's  remarkably 
clever." 

VOL.  II.  C 


18     THE  BKAUCLKRCS,  FATHER  AND  SON. 

"  That's  not  the  way  I  should  ck'scril)C  her," 
said  Frank,  growing  eloquent  and  red,  under  the 
influence  of  love  and  slightly  loaded  claret ;  "  she's 

not  clever,  but  she's  a  dear Ton  my  honour. 

Colonel,  I  beg  your  pardon ;  I — I — the  fact  is, 
J — that  is "  Colonel  Hoplight  stood  open- 
mouthed. 

"  Oh !  don't  apologise,"  said  Colonel  Hoplight, 
good-humouredly,  "  if  there's  any  state  secret 
that  I  ought  not  to  know  :  but  between  ourselves, 
Beauclerc,  if  they've  told  you  she's  not  clevei', 
they've  been  humbugging  you  :  I  don't  think  the 
mare  as  good  as  your  own,  and  I  hope  }oull 
win." 

"Thanks,  Colonel,  a  thousand  times."  Frank 
laucrhed   at   the    absurd    blunder  :    and    Colonel 

o 

Hoplight  thought  he  had  never  had  his  hand 
squeezed  so  warmly  for  so  common-place  a  wish. 
Frank  began  to  muse. 

"  What  a  little  difference  there  is,  after  all,  be- 
tween Jenny  Jumps  and  Violet  Carloss.  One's 
clever  and  the  other  is  not :  and  Jenny  is  his  love. 
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and  Violet  is  mine  !     ^ladame  Rosenfels,  youll  go 
to  the  steeple-chase  to-morrow  ?  " 

"  I  hardly  know.  Old  Lady  Ashdale  is  down  here, 
and  has  offered  to  take  Violet,  so  I  am  not  wanted.*' 

"  That's  a  very  mean  opinion  to  have  formed  of 
your  own  attractions."  Madame  looked  up  into 
his  handsome  face,  and  thought  how  very  different 
Frank  was  from  the  Ryders,  Dashwoods,  and 
Slopers  :  and  how  like  his  father !  If  he  could 
but  make  love  to  me  now  ;  and  I'm  nearly  old 
enough  to  be  his  mother.  She  quite  loved  Frank 
in  a  semi-maternal  way :  but  she  was  not  one 
who  ever  lost  sicrht  of  the  substance  in  the  o-ame 
she  had  to  play:  so  she  put  him  on  the  shelf 
again,  and  inquired  after  his  father.  "  Have 
you  heard  lately  from  India  ?  " 

"  Yes  !  Eveiwthincr  as  usual.  The  o;overnor — I 
mean  Colonel  Beauclerc — (that  is  a  very  bad  habit 
of  mine) — talks  of  coming  home  ;  but  we  have 
given  up  that  idea  for  the  present.  I  had  a  letter 
from  Mrs.  Colville,  who  sent  her  love  to  you  when 
I  saw  you." 

C2 
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''  Tliat  must  liave  been  to  Violet,  Mr.  Beau- 
clerc." 

"  Yes  :  I  believe  it  was ;  but  it's  the  same  thing, 
I  presume,"  replied  he. 

"  Well,  in  the  case  of  Mrs.  Colville,  not  exactly  : 
for  she  never  says  anything  she  does  not  mean, 
and  almost  everything  she  does." 

"  How  like  the  Griffin,"  for  whom  Frank  had 
the  highest  admiration. 

"  So  it  is :  but  the  Griffin  is  not  good-looking 
enough  to  do  that  to  women :  she  can  venture 
upon  it  with  men.  It  is  the  reverse  with  Mrs. 
Colville.  If  I  were  a  man,  I  should  be  immensely 
flattered  by  having  the  truth  told  me  by  so  hand- 
some a  woman." 

"  Then  I  ouo-ht  to  feel  flattered :  for  she  does 
me  the  kindness  whenever  we  meet." 

"  You  :  yes,  she's  known  you  almost  as  one  of 
her  own  children.  You'll  be  glad  to  hear  the 
Griffin,  as  you  call  her,  is  coming  here  to  stay 
with  Violet.  She  ought  to  have  been  here 
to-day." 
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"  The  very  person ;  now,  Miss  Carloss,  you 
must  sing  us  a  song,"  said  Lady  Philander,  in  her 
blandest  tones,  stopping  opposite  the  juvenile 
beauty.  "  Come,  ^ii\  Beauclerc,  add  your  per- 
suasions to  mine."  Violet  laughed  heartily  at  the 
notion,  and  appealed  to  Madame  Eosenfels  and 
Frank.     "  Of  course  you  do  sing  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  Lady  Philander,  indeed  I  do :  but  I 
don't  think  you  would  like  to  hear  it :  and  as  to 
the  Signer — it's  not  much  like  his." 

"  But  you  will  sing.  Miss  Carloss ;  because  you 
know  some  of  us  have  heard  you  before."  And 
her  ladyship  looked  as  much  in  earnest,  and 
so  did  the  other  solicitors,  as  it  was  in  their  nature 
to  do.  A  mask  of  sincerity  is  of  thin  material,  and 
easily  seen  through. 

"  Oh  !  of  course,  if  you  wish  it ;  but  do  tell 
them  to  make  a  noise." 

"  Make  a  nofse  ?  Who,  my  dear  ?  "  And  they 
all  stared  as  if  such  a  thing  had  never  been  done 
before. 

"Oh,    everybody.      Mr.    Dashwood,   and    the 
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Professor  :  and  -wake  up  Lord  Ali'retl,  avIio  has 
never  been  near  us  to-niglit  :  I  shall  sing  ten 
tunes  as  well  If  the  people  will  only  not  listen." 
And  then  she  moved  off  and  sang  as  only  some 
]K^ople  can  sing,  with  one  of  those  beautiful,  round, 
contraho  voices  which  almost  bring  tears  from 
every  eye,  and  which  cause  a  thrill  of  pleasure  to 
run  through  every  fibre.  After  the  first  three 
bars  you  might  have  heard  a  pin  ch'op  ;  and  the 
only  thing  that  was  heard  excepting  her  exquisite 
tones  were  the  Professor's  creaking  boots,  as  he 
stole  on  tiptoe,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  to 
the  neighbourhood  of  a  piano.  And  when  the 
English  ballad  was  ended,  there  was  rio  applause  : 
but  one  universal  sigh  of  intense  satisfaction. 
Two  or  three  ladies  drew  near  and  pressed  her 
hand,  and  old  Lady  Crumpet  kissed  her.  Violet 
was  astounded  at  the  kiss,  and  a  little  relieved 
wdien  the  crowd  had  separated;  but  she  had  no 
idea  that  she  had  created  "  a  sensation "  in  the 
upper-crust  of  sea-bathing  society.  Brill's  Baths 
talked  of  nothing  else  the  next  morning. 
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Everybody  knows  how  an  evening  is  got 
through  with  such  elements  for  enjoyment. 
There  was  the  Signor,  who  sang  again,  but  he  did 
not  go  down  after  Violet.  The  Professor,  having 
shown  his  boxes  and  said  all  he  had  to  say,  went 
home  to  bed.  The  Brothers  darkened  the  room, 
and  shut  themselves  up  in  a  closet  adjoining,  where 
they  were  tied  up  by  Colonel  Hoplight,  and  tied 
down  by  Dr.  O'Meagher.  Notwithstanding  which, 
tamboui'ines  and  guitars  flew  about  the  room  like 
bats,  and  the  Brothers  came  undone,  as  if  the 
cords  had  been  the  green  withes  in  the  hands  of 
Samson.  Some  of  the  ladies  thought  it  decidedly 
wicked ;  some  began  by  laughing,  but  were  near 
to  hysterics  at  the  consummation ;  some  believed 
in  spiritual  manifestations  ;  and  all  were  glad 
when  the  room  was  once  more  lighted  up,  except- 
ing, perhaps,  a  very  few,  who  might  be  situated  as 
Violet  and  Frank  were.  At  twelve  a  carriao-e  or 
two  took  off  a  few  of  the  guests  to  a  ball  on  the 
West  Cliff ;  and  then  the  vouncp  crentlemen  who 
were  left  behind  solicited  Lady  Philander  for  just 
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(^iie  carpet  waltz.  Madame  Kosenfcls  plaj'cd  the 
first,  and  then  somebody  else  ;  and  then,  about 
one,  a  little  supper  did  make  its  appearance,  and 
some  more  claret  and  sherry;  and  It  was  then 
that  Frank  found  an  opportunity  of  saying  some- 
thing to  Violet  Carloss,  which  she  had  dreamt  of, 
but  never  had  heard  before. 

At  the  back  of  the  drawing-room  was  a  small 
conservatory.  Flowers  in  December  or  January, 
and  a  warm  atmosphere,  promote  tenderness  of 
heart  as  surely  as  carbonic  heat  promotes  tenderness 
of  liver.  Frank  and  Violet  were  alone ;  the 
rooms  were  deserted  ;  they  were  accidentally 
admiring  the  beauty  of  the  same  camellia.  I 
suppose  he  saw  something  more  than  the  camellia, 
which  prompted  him  to  say : 

"  Then,  Violet,  it's  not  true  about  Dashwood  of 
ours?" 

"Dashwood  of  ours?  Of  yours,  you  mean, 
Frank.     What  are  you  talking  about  ?  " 

"  Listen  to  me,  Violet.  Forgive  me,  and  be 
serious."  He  looked  so  serious  himself  that  she 
was  obliged  to  be  so. 
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"  Tell  me,  Violet,  it's  not  true.  You're  not 
engaged  to  liim  ?  " 

"  And  that's  the  reason  you've  hardly  given  me 
a  kind  word  since  you  came  down  here  :  that's 
why  you  let  him,  and  ^ii\  Eyder,  and  Lord 
Alfred,  come  and  ride  with  me,  and  tease  me  all 
the  morning  :  that's  why  you  only  danced  once 
with  me  at  ^Irs.  Fanshawe's.  Oh,  Frank,  Frank, 
you  never  believed  it  of  me  ;  you " 

"How  could  I  tell?  The  people  said  it  was 
true.  Madame  never  contradicted  it,  and 
you " 


"  Well,  sir,  and  I — what  did  I  do  ?  Dashwood, 
indeed !  He's  a  very  likely  person  to  think  of 
any  one  but  himself,  to  try  to  make  anybody 
happy." 

''Do  you  believe  I  could,  Violet?  " 

"  You  might ;  some  one,  perhaps  ;  if  you  tried 
very  hard.  Her  eyes  were  brimful  of  tears,  but 
not  running  over ;  and  her  lids  were  up,  looking 
fearlessly  into  his  eyes. 

"  Do  you  think  I  could  make  you  happy, 
Violet  ?  "      Then  she  dropped  her  lids,   and  the 
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tears  ran  over  :  but  she  did  not  speak,  tliou<j;h  her 
lips  trembled. 

"  I'd  try,  Violet."  Still  no  sound ;  but  she 
o-ave  him  her  hand,  and  looked  awav. 

"  Could  you  put  up  Avith  me,  Frank,  as 
I  am?" 

*'  I'd  try,  Violet,"  said  Frank,  drawing  her 
closer  to  him. 

'-  You'd  neyer  succeed,  Frank  :  and  I  should  be 
sorry  if  you  did." 

'*  You  would  ?  " 

"  I  should.  Life  is  one  long  trial :  and  when 
you  ceased  to  try  you  would  cease  to  live." 

Soon  after  there  was  the  usual  noise  of  carriages 
and  the  adieux.  Frank  joined  his  brother-officers, 
who  were  going  home,  with  a  cordial  good  will 
towards  them,  which  he  had  not  experienced  since 
their  change  of  quarters. 

As  Frank  walked  up  his  staircase  he  felt  amiably 
towards  the  whole  world. 

^'Charlie,"  said  Dashwood,  "let's  draw  Dum- 
bleton."     Cornet  Dumbleton  was  an  nnambitious 


THE  KETURX  OF  THE  PRODIGAL.       27 

young  gentleman,  or  a  too  ambitions  one,  who  had 
mistaken  his  vocation. 

''  All  right.  Sloper,  we're  going  to  draw 
Dumbleton." 

"You'd  better  not,"  said  Frank;  "you'll  get 
into  a  row.     The  Colonel  hates  it." 

"  Oh  !  nonsense  I  who's  to  know  it  ?  Come 
along,  Beauclerc — ^let's  have  him  out." 

"You  had  better  go  to  bed,  Charlie.  Sloper, 
you're  half  asleep  now."  And,  to  speak  truth, 
that  noble  gentleman  had  scarcely  recovered 
from  his  exertions  at  Lady  Philanders.  How"- 
ever,  he  was  a  gallant  fellow,  and  quite  voted  for 
a  row. 

"  I  tell  you,  you  fellows  had  better  go  to  bed," 
said  Frank,  standing  in  his  own  doorway.  "I 
don't  approve  of  practical  jokes.  They're  easy 
enough  to  begin,  but  no  man  can  see  the  end  of 
them.  Dashwood,  take  those  two  fellows  off  to 
bed.  Good  night,  boys."  With  wdiich  words 
Frank  turned  "round  in  the  doorway  of  his  sitting- 
room,  and  saw  a  handsome  middle-aged  man   in 
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Ills  arm-chair,  smoking  a  cheroot,  wlio  liad  lieard 
the  foregoing  conversation. 

The  stranger  rose  from  his  seat,  or  rather  from 
Frank's  seat,  and  the  Beauclercs,  Father  and  Son, 
stood  face  to  face. 


29 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  KEGIMENTAL  DRAG. 

Primus  Ericthonius  currus  et  quatuor  ausus 

JuDgere  equos.  Virg.     Geor.y  liber  iii. 

Frank  took  his  father  home  to  the  Bedford: 
not  immediately,  but  at  such  an  hour  as  woke  up 
the  night  porter;  who,  but  for  the  parting  be- 
tween father  and  son,  might  have  judged  harshly 
of  the  morals  of  their  new  resident.  Violet  Car- 
loss,  in  the  mean  time,  went  to  bed.  She  was 
supremely  happy.  She  had  never,  indeed,  been 
anything  else ;  but  this  was  a  new  era  of  happi- 
ness.    There  was   no   false   sentimentaUty   about 
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Violet.  She  admitted  to  herself  that  she  had  long 
loved  Frank,  and  Avas  glad  that  she  had  now  a 
right  to  tell  him  so.  Violet's  was  no  pleasure 
alloyed  with  pain — a  fitful,  feverish  attack  of 
straight  noses  or  sabretasches.  It  was  a  love  of 
singular  simplicity;  full,  rich, guileless,  and  unsus- 
picious :  sure  to  be  a  happy  love,  and  all-enduring : 
somewhat  exacting,  too,  from  its  intensity.  Yet  a 
love  to  mellow  into  friendship.  Not  a  mere  child 
of  fancy,  but  the  offspring  of  an  instinct  in  Violet 
akin  to  inspiration.  It  was  a  blossom  hardy  enough, 
in  a  kindly  soil,  not  to  be  killed,  but  made  unpro- 
ductive by  neglect.  These  are  the  hearts  that 
live  through  every  trial ;  that,  feeling  no  distrust, 
believe  in  none ;  that  bend,  oh !  how  long  and 
painfully !  before  they  break.  And  tliere  was  a 
great  deal  of  childishness  in  Violet  in  the  midst  of 
it  all.  She  was  not  much  wiser  than  when  we 
were  first  introduced  to  her  at  LjTiimersfield.  But 
then  it  is  not  the  wisdom  of  women  that  men  fall 
in  love  with.  Frank  fell  in  love  with  her  beauty, 
her  sincerity,  her  cheerfulness,  her  guileless  inno- 
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'cence,  but  not  "svitli  lier  understanding:  and  lie 
often  told  her  so. 

Slie  was  fond  of  comparing  Frank  to  other 
people,  and  be  sure  the  comparison  was  a  flatter- 
ing one.  She  saw  Lord  Alfred  Sloper  M'ith  his 
hands  buried  in  his  trouser-pockets,  gloves  and  all, 
in  which  his  fingers  appeared  to  reach  to  his 
knees :  and  she  thought  how  much  better  it  was  to 
cany  an  umbrella  as  Frank  did.  She  saw  that 
Charlie  Eyder  wore  his  hat  a  little  on  one  side, 
and  had  difficulty  to  get  his  head  round,  from  the 
elaborate  nature  of  his  collar.  She  preferred 
Frank's  unpretending  looseness  of  toilette,  though 
the  strangulation-style  seemed  far  the  most  popu- 
lar. Captain  Cheesman  was  one  of  tlie  A-erj  best 
fellows  in  the  British  army ;  but  he  would  wear 
the  thickest  and  largest  of  boots  at  the  end  of  the 
very  tightest  and  trimmest  of  trousers.  Slie  would 
picture  the  two  arm  in  arm  on  the  Parade,  and 
draw  odious,  and  most  unworthy,  comparisons  be- 
tween him  and  Frank.  Cheesman  was  one  of  the 
honestest,  cleanest,  and  bravest  men  alive;  quite 
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as  good  ill  the  saddle  as  Frank,  and  much  better  in 
the  stable-yard.  In  the  middle  of  her  true  and 
honest  love,  these  were  childish  prejudices;  but 
she  cherished  them. 

It  will  be  observed  that  Frank  Bcauclerc  had 
neither  time  to  make  a  formal  proposal  to  Madame 
Eosenfels,  nor  inclination  that  night  to  tell  his 
secret  to  his  own  father.  They  two  had  plenty  to 
talk  about,  without  putting  new  wine  into  such  old 
bottles  as  their  reminiscences.  They  tried  to  re- 
collect one  another.  The  Colonel  swore  to  the 
eyes ;  but  he  w^as  thinking  of  his  dead  wife  after 
many  years  of  absence,  and  alas !  some  of  infi- 
delity. Frank  remembered  the  dark  hair,  and 
thin  tall  figure,  he  said;  the  nervous  hands,  re- 
markable enough,  forsooth  !  which  used  to  draw 
horses  on  his  slate  for  him.  They  soon  recollected 
enough  between  them  to  begin  building  a  Temple 
to  Eternal  and  Everlasting  Friendship,  past  and 
to  come. 

"  Are  you  going  to  dress  before  you  go  to 
the  course,  Frank?"  said  little  Charlie  Kyder, 
walking  in  and  picking  up  a  black  jacket  with 
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gold  belt,  "svliicli  was  lying  on  a  chair  near  tlie  fire, 
the  follo^^^ng  morning. 

"  No :  I'm  going  to  drive  the  drag,  otherwise  I 
should.     You'd  better." 

"  Ko  :  I  shan't.   Make  'em  all  dirty :  you  might 

upset  us,  too." 

"  Then  don't  go,  Charlie.  It's  a  pity  you  should 
run  any  risk." 

"I  mean  to  go,  old  fellow;  and  I'll  take  the 
odds  against  Jenny  Jumps  to  a  pony.  Lend  us  a 
button-hook.  Hallo!  what's  this:  BeUs  Life'^ 
The  hounds  are  at  Spillham  to-morrow,  and  I've 
nothing  to  ride  but  a  hack." 

"  I'll  give  you  a  mount  on  the  Cardinal.  I  don't 
think  I  shall  go." 

"  Not  go :  shan't  you,  though  ?  'Pon  my  soul, 
that's  very  good-natured  of  you ;  where  are  you 
going  to  ?  You  always  ride  him  in  a  martingale, 
don't  you?" 

"  Yes :  he  puts  his  head  up ;  here,  get  up,  Charlie, 
you're  sitting  on  my  leathers."  Frank  did  not 
answer  the  first  of  his  inquiries. 

VOL.  II.  D 
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"  Good  morning,  Major ;  have  you  break- 
fasted?" said  Frank,  as  that  worthy  gentleman 
entered  the  room. 

'^  Indeed  I  have,  youngsters,  and  I've  been  for  a 
walk  to  the  other  end  of  the  pier.  Who's  going 
to  the  steeple-chase  ?  " 

"  Everybody,  Major.  I'm  going,  and  Beauclerc, 
and  Sloper,  and " 

"  And  who's  on  duty,  Mr.  Ryder  ?  The  Prince 
and  Princess  are  expected  down,  and  we  must 
have  an  escort.  The  service  first,  gentlemen,  then 
the " 

"Ah,  Major,  you'll  manage  that :  won't  you?" 

"  Weel — I  think  I've  enough  without  you.  And 
take  care  o'  that  daft  body,  Maister  Chairhe,  Beau- 
clerc. He's  not  to  be  trusted  wi'out  his  nurse, 
I'm  thinking."  And  with  this  caution  the  good 
old  hard-serving  Major  went  his  way. 

Breakfast  went  on  merrily  in  the  mess-room.  It 
was  full  of  hard-riding  captains,  of  all  services, 
who  were  hungry  and  impatient.  Terrier  dogs 
were  there,  smooth,  rough,  toy,  and  badger-draw- 
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ing.  The  unhappy  sub  who  had  come  in  from 
stable  duty  was  tightly  buttoned  up,  and  his  spurs 
and  accoutrements  clanked  like  the  bow  of  Apollo 
as  he  walked  by  the  shore  of  the  hoarse-sounding 
main.  Two  or  three  more,  the  -^dctims  of  circum- 
stances rather  than  misplaced  affection  for  their 
duty,  were  in  semi-mufti — gold-laced  pantaloons 
and  fancy  monkey-jackets.  A  few  wore  the  in- 
signia of  their  day's  calling  :  the  neatest  and  most 
highly-polished  tops  and  leathers,  and  the  very 
hairiest  of  top-coats,  or  pea-jackets,  which  could 
give  10  lbs.  and  a  beating  to  the  severest  of  Scotch 
terriers  in  the  barracks.  That  is  what  is  called 
"  business." 

"'  Charming  day,  Colonel ;  not  too  cold,"  said 
Frank,  looking  out  of  window. 

"Very  pleasant  for  the  time  of  year.  Who's 
going  to  drive  ?  " 

"  I  am,  sir,"  replied  he,  turning  round  sharply. 

"  What  sort  of  a  team ;  not  your  favourite  mare, 
I  hope?" 

"'  No,  sir;  a  new  one  that  hasn't  been  before  the 
d2 
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bars  yet.  That  was  a  good  animal,  Colonel — she 
waSj  indeed ;  only  she  would  get  her  hind-leg  over 
the  traces :  peculiar  way  of  going." 

"It  was  very  like  kicking,  Frank.  I  suppose 
we  ought  to  start  soon." 

"  Here  comes  the  drag.  What  hands  that  coach- 
man of  yours  has,  sir?"  said  Lord  Alfred  Sloper, 
who  had  his  own  in  their  usual  place,  his  mouth 
full  of  toast,  and  his  head  out  of  the  mess-room 
window. 

"  Too  good  to  be  kept  in  his  pockets,  Sloper," 
said  the  Colonel,  who  had  a  prejudice  against  so 
unsoldier-like,  but  so  popular,  an  attitude. 

"  They'd  be  quite  thrown  away  upon  him,  sir," 
rejoined  the  other,  good-humouredly,  but  removing 
his.  "  I've  nothing  else  to  put  in  mine  ;  I  hope  he 
turns  his  to  better  account."  No  one  in  the  regi- 
ment was  more  idle,  no  one  more  submissive,  than 
Lord  Alfred. 

"  He's  got  those  coupling  reins  wrong  again," 
remarked  Frank  Beauclerc,  with  the  eye  of  a 
critic.     "I'm  not  going  to  have  my  arms  pulled 
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off  before  we  get  to  tlie  course.  Cheesman,  ain't 
you  going  to  dress  before  you  go  ?  " 

"  Hist ! "  said  that  worthy,  with  a  wink  quite  as 
intelligible  as  Lord  Burleigh's  shake  of  the  head, 
"  she  knows  nothing  about  it.  I've  put  a  hamper 
into  the  boot,  and  called  it  sheny.  I've  got  my 
things  in  there." 

"  But  I  thought  ^Irs.  Cheesman  rather  approved 
of  yom-  performance  in  the  pigskin :  I'm  sure  she 
used  to,  before  you  were  married." 

"  Ah !  that's  quite  another  matter,"  said  the 
best  man  over  a  country  in  her  Majesty's  service. 
^^  However,  she  doesn't  dislike  it :  but  she  found 
me  out  at  Liverpool:  and  when  she  knows  I'm 
going  to  ride,  she  keeps  such  a  precious  sharp  look- 
out." 

The  conversation  was  cut  short. 

"  Are  you  fellows  ready  ?  "  said  Frank.  "Colonel, 
would  you  like  to  come  by  me ;  put  that  rug  over 
you.  Xow,  then."  And  they  turned  out  of  the 
yard  and  came  down  the  Steyne,  with  the  bars 
swinging,  and  the  leaders  only  just  beginning  to 
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settle  as  they  got  into  the  Parade.  They  were  in 
the  hands  of  a  master;  strong  and  quick;  who 
could  drive  them  of  all  sorts,  and  in  all  places. 
He  preferred  them  pretty  low  down  in  the  mouth, 
and  possessed  the  rare  talent  now-a-days  of  using 
his  right  hand.  Frank  Beauclerc  was  nearly  as 
good  as  our  friend  Captain  Bastard. 

"  Beauclerc,  here's  your  brother  on  the  steps  of 
the  Bedford,"  said  Tom  Dashwood,  as  the  team 
turned  through  the  gates  in  front  of  that  hostelry. 

"  Not  exactly,"  said  Frank,  laughing.  "  I'm  an 
only  son.  The  Colonel  has  allowed  me  to  give 
my  father  a  lift  as  far  as  the  course :  he  only  came 
down  last  night,  and  here  he  is."  Saying  which, 
they  came  to  a  halt  at  the  foot  of  the  steps,  at  the 
top  of  which  stood  Everard  Beauclerc. 

The  drag  of  the Hussars  could  not  have 

had  a  more  agreeable  addition  to  its  load.  Frank 
felt  proud  of  his  father,  and  the  opportunity  of 
introducing  him  to  his  brother-officers  was  a  good 
one.  They  had  inquiries  to  make  about  old  friends 
in  India ;    the    service,  civil   and   military ;    late 
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events  ;  and  tlie  thousand  topics  that  men  in  mili- 
tary society  always  have.  The  youngsters  re- 
garded him  as  an  old  acquaintance,  from  the  popu- 
larity of  his  son ;  and  soon  discovered  that  he 
was  as  young  as  they.  Some  men  die  young  at 
eighty. 

"  Get  up  in  front.  Colonel  Beauclerc/'  said 
Sloper,  jumping  down  "VN^ith  liis  hands  out  of  his 
pockets  this  time,  when  he  knew  who  he  was  : 
"  pray  don't  sit  behind ;  we  can  go  anyw^here,  and 
you'll  like  to  be  with  Frank." 

So  Everard  Beauclerc  settled  himself  beliind 
his  son  :  and  it  would  be  a  delicate  and  not  very- 
amusing  task  to  unravel  the  feelings  of  the  father 
when  he  found  himseK  in  his  present  position. 

Frank  Beauclerc  had  interrupted  Captain 
Cheesman  in  an  explanation  of  ^Irs.  Cheesman's 
views  as  regards  gentlemen-riders.  A  question 
from  Dashwood  revived  the  inquiry,  and  the 
pecuHarity  of  Cheesman's  talents  as  a  raconteur, 

"  We  never  heard  about  Liverpool.  You  won 
there,  didn't  you  %  " 
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"  Yes  :  but  as  I  run  under  the  name  of  General 
Stilton,  I  don't  expect  to  be  found  out,  you  know. 
Lots  of  fellows  run  under  other  names,  because 
they  don't  want  to  be  found  out.  There's  that 
young  robber  Haulham  calls  himself  !Mr.  Faithful. 
He  pulls  every  horse  he  ever  rides  or  runs  :  and 
when  the  row  comes,  none  but  racing-men  will 
know  who  Mr.  Faithful  may  be.  The  only  people 
he  cares  about  won't  know  anything  about  it. 
And  there's  that  sanctified  old  sinner,  Fussell  the 
banker.  Well,  he  knows  he's  betting  with  other 
people's  money,  and  that  we  wouldn't  trust  him  if 
we  knew  it,  so  he  runs  under  the  name  of  Good- 
heart.  There'll  be  an  awful  smash  there  some 
day,  you'll  see,  and  the  saints  will  be  let  in." 

"Then  what  do  you  do  it  for?"  said  Tom 
Dashwood. 

"  Ah !  that's  just  it,  you  know.  My  wife  don't 
dislike  racing  altogether :  I  don't  see  how  she  well 
could  :  but  she  thinks  every  time  I  win  I'm  rolling 
in  riches.  She  don't  know  a  bit  about  a  race- 
course, not  she  :  she  don't :  and  then  she  expects 
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a  deuce  of  a  present :  piece  of  plate,  or  a  diamond 
cross,  or  sometliin',  you  know.  And  of  coui'se  I 
don't  pull  a  liorse — of  course  not.  That's  not  tlie 
reason :  but  I  don't  want  her  to  know  always,  so  I 
call  myself  General  Stilton." 

"  That's  all  right  enough,  that  is,"  said  Charlie 
Ryder,  "  but  how  about  Liverpool  ?  "  This  part 
of  the  subject  seemed  to  be  entirely  escaping  the 
gallant  Captain's  memoiy.  "  How  about  Liver- 
pool, Fred  ?  " 

"  Oh !  well,  you  know,  she  asked  if  I  was  going 
to  ride  at  Liverpool,  so  of  course  I  said  I  wasn't, 
you  see." 

Here  there  was  a  general  laugh,  with  cries  of 
"Shocking!"  "No!  did  you,  though?"  "That 
must  have  been  almost  a  fib.  Captain  ! "  and  a  few 
more  good-humoured  though  not  complimentary 
remarks  of  the  same  kind.  Colonel  Beauclerc 
was  exceedingly  amused :  and  Frank  more  than 
happy  at  a  combination  of  so  much  good  fortune 
as  he  had  experienced  in  the  last  four-and-twenty 
hours. 
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"  Extenuating  circumstances,"  said  the  Colonel, 
from  the  box. 

'^  So  they  are.  Colonel.  Nobody  knows  what  it 
costs  me  to  win  a  race  :  'pon  my  word,  I'm  almost 
tempted,  you  know,  sometimes  to  put  the  strings 
on. 

"  But  you  didn't  at  Liverpool." 

"  No  :  I  won  safe  enough :  and  I  was  afraid  of 
its  being  kno\\Ti :  for  Mrs.  Cheesman's  a  sharp  sort 
of  woman,  mind  you.  Ah!  you  may  laugh,  old 
fellow,"  said  he,  turning  rather  quickly  round 
upon  Dashwood,  who  was  in  convulsions — "  she 
is,  I  can  tell  you :  and  this  was  sure  to  be  in  the 
Times:  so  I  got  them  to  let  me  have  the  cup  at 
once.  It  wasn't  a  very  large  one  :  so  I  just  rolled 
it  up  in  a  pair  of  dirty  leathers  that  I'd  had  a  day 
with  the  Cheshire  in,  and  put  it  into  my  portman- 
teau." 

"What!  were  you  going  to  pa\Mi  it?  You 
must  have  brought  it  out  some  time." 

"  Oh !  I  should  have  said  you  gave  it  me, 
Charlie." 
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"^Irs.  Cheesman  must  have  a  high  opmlon  of 
the  generosity  of  your  friends,  Fred,  if  you've 
many  of  these  trophies  on  the  sideboard.  Why 
didn't  you  say  so?  I'd  have  taken  the  responsi- 
bility."    Here  there  was  another  laugh. 

"Well,  you  see,  she  vrent  up,  and  would  unpack 
my  portmanteau ;  that's  how  it  was,  you  know : 
of  com'se  I  haven't  got  any  keys,  and  so  the  first 
thing  that  rolled  out  was  this  thundering  tankard, 
or  cup,  or  whatever  they  call  [it ;  so,  of  course, 
she  said  I'd  won  it,  and  I  was  obliged  to  shell 
out.  That  cost  me  a  fifty-guinea  necklace  at 
Emanuel's." 

"  But  then,  of  course,  you  won  heaps  of  money," 
remarked  the  other. 

"  Of  course  I  didn't.  We'd  two  in  the  race, 
and  we'd  backed  the  other;  tried  him  to  be  the 
best,  and  all :  and  when  we  found  he  couldn't  win, 
I  was  forced  to  come  out  with  mine,  and  just  saved 
it  by  a  neck.  We  should  have  been  broke  if  Cun- 
ningham's mare  had  won,  and  she  was  only  beat 
on  the  post,  you  know." 
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"  Well  done,  Fred.  No  wonder  you  find  a  nom 
de  guerre  useful." 

"I  don't  know  Avliat  that  is,  but  she  thinks 
Stilton  is  a  Lancer,  and  I'm  not  going  to  unde- 
ceive her  this  turn,  so  I  tell  you."  So  spoke  the 
gallant  Cheesman,  not  in  the  best  of  grammar,  but 
in  the  plainest  language. 

Here  the  drag  got  into  a  crowd  of  carriages  as 
it  neared  the  course,  and  began  threading  its  way 
safely,  thanks  to  Frank  Beauclerc's  coachmanship, 
at  a  good  pace  in  and  out  of  all  descriptions  of 
vehicles.  Private  barouches,  with  pairs  out :  cos- 
termongers'  carts :  holiday  vans :  mysteriously 
tenanted  broughams  :  led  horses  :  rival  or  friendly 
drags  from  other  regiments  and  quarters  :  Brighton 
flys  without  number  :  and  a  band  of  musicians  in 
a  large  four-horse  waggonette,  which  struck  up 
prospectively  "  See  the  conquering  hero  comes," 
and  nearly  sent  the  novice  before  the  bars  into 
hysterics.  It  required  all  Frank  knew  to  keep  her 
out  of  the  off-side  ditch  as  he  passed.  He  did  not 
give  her  much  time  to  think  about  it,  or  it  might 
have  been  worse. 
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"  Veiy  well  done,  Frank,"  said  Tom  Dashwood, 
who  would  like  to  have  had  them  himself,  in  case 
of  Beauclerc's  resignation. 

"Now  then,  gentlemen,"  said  the  gatekeeper, 
who  stopped  the  way  at  a  sort  of  field-gate,  with  a 
mongrel  kind  of  road,  something  between  a  heap 
of  stones  and  a  cart-rut,  "  pay  here."  The  janitor 
was  satisfied  with  a  sovereign,  and  the  novice, 
after  standing  on  her  hind-legs  while  he  ascer- 
tained whether  it  was  a  good  one  or  not,  found 
herself  on  some  stiff  clay :  she  seemed  to  get  her 
hind-legs  out  of  it  with  greater  freedom  than  her 
fore-legs;  and,  as  the  Colonel  remarked,  "If  it 
hadn't  been  for  her  colour,  she  might  have  been 
taken  for  Frank's  old  favourite." 

The  longest  lane  has  a  turning,  and  before 
many  minutes  they  were  all  in  the  weighing- 
room,  and  the  drag  was  drawn  up  opposite  to  the 
grand  stand. 

It  was  a  great  day  for  SouthdoT\T[ishire.  Every- 
body was  there.  The  master  of  the  hounds  lent 
his  servants  to  keep  the  course  on  their  best  horses 
(it  was   a  non-hunting  day).     He  was  himself 
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doing  his  duty  as  a  steward :  an  arduous  one 
enough,  but  which  does  not  usually  appear  to 
entail  much  responsibility.  It  would  be  Avell  for 
the  sport  if  it  did  more.  The  county  was  there, 
or  arriving,  in  great  force.  The  hampers  were 
large,  the  bonnets  small  but  startling,  and  the 
posters  done  to  a  tm-n.  Everybody  seemed  to 
have  some  ribbons  somewhere,  excepting  the 
farmers  :  who  w^ere  great  in  top-boots  and  brown 
cords.  The  gentleman  who  undertook  the  office 
of  starter  for  this  occasion  only  was  sufficiently 
well  known  even  in  his  disguise.  He  had  adopted 
the  boots,  leggings,  corduroy  breeches,  and  vel- 
veteen shooting-jacket  of  his  o^vn  keeper,  and  rode 
a  ragged,  old,  bald-faced  cob  wdth  a  dog-wdiip, 
havincp  left  several  hundred  guineas'  worth  of 
horseflesh  in  his  stable  at  home.  We  understand 
that  this  is  quite  the  correct  thing;  and  that  a 
gentleman-starter  is  to  be  as  widely  different  from 
a  gentleman- jockey  as  possible.  Ladies  were  scat- 
tered about  in  all  directions  on  horseback  :  and 
their  head-dresses  were  as  various  as  their  stations 
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in  life,  and  the  horses  they  rode.  Barrington  and 
Lady  Clara  were  there ;  the  latter  with  that  per- 
fection of  grace  which  a  highly-bred  English- 
woman carries  abont  with  her  as  certainly  as  she 
does  her  habit  or  her  gloves.  An  English  horse- 
woman of  high  breeding  can  venture  upon  the 
fine  old-fashioned  chimney-pot  hat  with  the  cer- 
tainty of  not  disgracing  it.  The  London  division 
had  arrived  in  full  force,  and  were  as  unfortunate 
in  their  language  as  they  were  fortunate  in  their 
selections.  They  would  "  lay  agin "  anything, 
generally  "barring"  the  winner.  The  only  dark 
event  of  the  day  was  the  Officers'  Cup.  Jenny 
Jumps  had  the  call ;  and  if  you  could  have  be- 
lieved Charlie  Ryder,  the  race  was  all  over  but 
shouting. 

The  stand  was  admirably  situated  on  the  side  of 
a  hill,  and  opposite  to  it  was  a  large  open  space 
for  the  carriages  and  foot  people,  commanding  at 
least  two-thirds  of  a  very  fair  hunting  vale.  The 
brook  was  within  view  of  both  :  and  as  the  popular 
opinion  is  in  favour  of  a  good  ducking,  with  an 
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idea  that  you  cannot  get  hurt  in  taking  a  bath,  a 
great  many  were  drawn  up  in  its  vicinity.  There 
were,  more  or  less,  forty  fences  to  be  jumped,  and 
four  miles  of  country  to  be  run  over. 

The  arrangements  were  good,  considering  that 
they  had  been  entrusted  in  the  main  to  the  prin- 
cipal innkeeper  in  the  sporting  little  town  of  Purl- 
over.  He  was  excited  at  breakfast ;  what  is  called 
by  the  Dutch  up-zee  {qu.  tipsy),  or  half-seas  over, 
by  luncheon;  and  had  arrived  at  the  shaking- 
hands  point  by  the  time  the  principal  race  was 
to  be  run.  He  cleared  all  the  money  that  was  to 
be  got  out  of  the  meeting,  was  in  everybody's 
way,  gave  some  incoherent  instructions  as  to  the 
course  to  be  run,  and  was  found  towards  the  end 
of  the  day,  when  some  question  was  to  be  settled 
by  the  stewards,  with  a  wet  hayband  round  his 
head,  and  fast  asleep  in  the  weighing-room. 

A  match  opened  the  proceedings,  which  excited 
little  beyond  local  interest.  The  little  bay  mare 
ran  clean  away  from  the  old  brown  horse,  who 
came  in  lame.     "  WJiy,  what  did  I  say  to  you, 
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Bill,  last  night  ?     Didn't  I  say  as  lie'd  never  get 
home  ?  " 

The  farmers  were  delighted.  They  had  a 
hundred  pounds  of  somebody's  money  to  run  for, 
in  return  for  having  enjoyed  themselves  over  their 
ov,ii  and  their  neighbours'  fences  and  wheat,  at 
the  gallant  master's  expense.  They  were  thought 
worthy  of  something  more  than  a  market  for  their 
produce,  provided  in  the  middle  of  their  county; 
so  it  was  determined  to  gratify  their  taste  for  sport 
by  giving  them  a  steeple-chase.  The  men  who 
gave  the  money  thought  they  had  nothing  in  view 
but  the  recognition  of  the  British  farmer's  claims. 
The  British  farmer  who  accepted  it  recognised  it 
as  a  poor  compensation  for  his  sufferings  and 
friendless  condition.  That's  the  fashion  of  the 
English  agricultui'ist  and  his  patron,  and  there  is 
more  good  feeling  and  less  humbug  about  it  than 
in  most  things  :  but  it  has  its  weak  side  Avhen 
critically  examined. 

The  currant-jelly  interest  was  duly  represented, 
of  course.     I  cannot  say  positively  that  a  master  of 

VOL.  II.  E 
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harriers  appeared  in  the  saddle ;  but  there  was  a 
strong  entry  for  the  handicap,  and  it  was  pocketed 
by  a  notorious  poacher,  half-brother  to  the  drunken 
innkeeper,  strongly  suspected  of  shooting  hares. 
The  half-brother  was  sober  enough  when  he  made 
the  handicap  :  and  was  just  capable  of  witnessing 
the  success  of  his  performance. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

THE   STEEPLE-CHASE. 

The  knights  will  ride  in  all  their  pride. — Macaulay. 

The  great  event  of  the  day,  and  indeed  that 
which  brought  together  so  many  innocent-looking 
bonnets  and  bright  eyes  on  a  January  morning, 
was  the  Officers'  Challenge  Cup,  open  to  the 
district,  and  to  be  ridden  for  only  by  officers  on 
active  service.  Active  service  appears  to  me  to 
embrace  a  great  deal. 

"  Sloper,  my  boy,  how  are  you  ?  Ai'e  you  going 
to  ride  ?  "  said  an  old  gentleman. 

"  No :  I've  nothing  fit."  Here  Lord  Alfred 
E  2 
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thrust  his  hands  deeper  than  ever  into  his  pockets, 
and  his  interrogator  proceeded. 

"  You're  on  active  service,  of  course  ?  " 
"  Yaas  :  very."     And  the  young  noble  laughed 
pleasantly  at  the  conceit. 

"  Active  service  in  countiy  quarters  varies  a  little 
from  larger  and  more  fashionable  localities,"  again 
persisted  his  too  curious  friend. 

"  Undoubtedly."  Though,  to  say  the  truth,  his 
Lordship  was  equally  active  everywhere.  "  Yaas," 
continued  he,  "  we're  always  pretty  lucky : 
Dublin,  or  Brighton,  or  Hounslow:  but  when  a 
fellow  gets  into  Connemara,  or  up  in  Scotland,  or  a 
small  country  town  up  among  the  manufacturers, 
it's  rather  dull." 

"  So  I  should  think.  Yfimt  do  you  do  then  ?  " 
"There's  always  snipe-shooting  in  Ireland,  and 
hunting  generally :  the  country's  bad,  to  be  sure ; 
but  the  women  are  very  good-looking,  and  always 
delighted  with  the  service.  The  smoking  is  rather 
hard  work,  you  know  ;  and  the  claret,  too,  which  is 
loaded,  like  a  musket  before  it  goes  off.    That's  on 
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account  of  tlie  damp.  I  like  it.  They're  rather 
particular  about  your  drinking  enough  of  it." 

"That's  very  active  service:  and  ought  to 
qualify  a  man  for  anything." 

"  Yes :  but  it's  not  so  bad  as  Brighton,"  re- 
joined Sloper,  rather  quickly.  "  The  life  there  is 
intolerably  hard.  There's  a  daily  inspection  of  all 
the  women.  Morning  and  evening  parade.  Lots 
of  ball  practice;  and  beauty  without  end  to  lay 
siege  to." 

"Well  done,  Sloper,"  said  Frank  Beauclerc, 
patting  him  on  the  back.  "Now  you  may  add 
that  it  requires  hard  condition  and  daily  exercise ; 
and  I  fancy  there  are  very  few  of  us  more  fit  than 
yourself.  I  don't  know  anybody  to  handicap  you 
with  but  Dashwood." 

Frank  Beauclerc  was  dressed  admirably.  He 
wore  a  black  velvet  jockey's  cap  with  a  gold  tassel, 
a  black  velvet  jacket  with  a  gold  belt,  and  his 
nether  man  was  encased  in  breeches  and  boots,  put 
on  in  such  a  manner  as  an  habitual  sportsman  can 
alone  accomplish.     He  was  about  to  mount,  when 
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he  heard  Sloper's  last  speech;  and  being  tickled 
with  its  unusual  energy,  had  merely  turned  to 
compliment  his  brother-officer. 

"What's  the  time,  old  fellow?  We're  very 
late."  Of  course  they  were;  being  gentlemen- 
jockeys  it  was  but  natural.  There  were  six  starters, 
who  all  wanted  button-hooks,  excepting  two  who 
had  dressed  themselves  beforehand.  There  was 
not  a  saddle  nor  a  man  whose  weight  did  not  want 
adjusting  at  the  last  moment;  and  when  Frank 
emerged,  as  he  did  now  from  the  enclosure,  the 
clerk  of  the  course  had  not  even  rung  the  bell  for 
clearing  it.  The  proverbial  dog  was  still  walking 
about  in  the  crowd  unmolested:  not  a  glass  was 
up,  excepting  those  of  sherry  and  champagne.  All 
the  ladies  were  flirting ;  the  thimblerig-men  in  full 
play;  and  a  scarlet-coated  conjuror,  and  the 
Hindoo  who  breaks  flints  with  his  thumb-joint, 
were  in  the  very  middle  of  their  occupations.  The 
place  at  present  looked  more  like  a  fair  than  a 
race-course ;  and  as  Captain  Dodge  could  not  get 
more  than  six  to  one  about  his  horse,  the  Ske- 
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daddler,  he  was  just  now  making  up  his  mind  to 
scratch  him.  It's  the  way  they  do  things  now-a- 
days. 

"  What  the  matter,  Dodge  ?  "  said  a  brother  in 
arms  and  bets. 

"  Why,  we've  been  regularly  forestalled :  they've 
been  backing  the  horse  this  week  past,  and  now 
they  offer  to  lay  me  five  to  one.     It's  too  bad." 

"  So  it  is.  Scratch  him ! "  said  his  partner. 
'  "  No,  I  wouldn't  do  that.  Dodge,  if  I  were  you," 
said  a  more  honest  and  sensible  adviser.  "Take 
the  five  to  one,  and  let  him  go  to  win.  It's  not 
worth  a  gentleman's  while  to  do  a  shunt  in  any 
way  for  the  sake  of  a  hundred  or  two,  particularly 
as  he's  a  grey,  and  the  only  one  in  it."  Dodge 
having  followed  the  advice,  and  Charhe  Eyder 
coming  out  in  his  harlequin  jacket  on  Jenny  Jumps 
at  the  same  moment,  the  bell  did  ring,  and  the 
semi-drunken  official  set  off  on  his  pony  to  clear 
the  com^se,  and  make  room  for  the  starter  and 
startees. 

"  What's  the  time,  Sloper  ?  "  again  said  Frank 
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Beauclcrc,  looking  impatiently  towards  the  weigli- 
ing-room. 

Lord  Alfred  put  his  hand  up  towards  liis  waist- 
coat-pocket, having  just  withdrawn  it  from  his 
trousers,  and  found  nothincr  hut  a  chain  dan<ilin(]j 
from  his  button-hole. 

"  Make  haste,  old  fellow ;  don't  it  go  ?  " 

"  No :  it's  gone."  And  so  it  was,  with  a  great 
many  more.  The  Officers'  Cup  Day  was  quite  re- 
markable for  the  absence  of  that  honesty  Avhich  is 
said  to  exist  among  thieves.  The  ring  was 
plundered,  and  the  legs  were  stripped  by  their 
rivals. 

"What  are  you  about,  sir?"  said  a  powerful, 
cool-looking  individual,  who  was  really  an  in- 
spector out  for  a  holiday — "  what  are  you  about, 
sir,  with  your  hand  in  that  pocket  ?  I  thought 
you  were  too  much  of  a  gentleman  to  make  such  a 
mistake,"  he  added,  8otto  voce,  however.  "  I've  a 
great  mind  to  get  you  three  months,  you  young 
reprobate,  only  I'm  here  for  a  day's  pleasure,  and 
I  don't  intend  to  spoil  it  by  doing  business.     Be 
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off,  and  don't  be  seen  again.  You'd  better  button 
your  coat,  sir,"  said  lie  to  the  Colonel. 

"  Thank  you :  mine's  a  stop-watch."  But 
Colonel  Beauclerc  buttoned  his  coat  notwith- 
standino;. 

Jenny  Jumps  was  made  the  favourite.  "  Now 
then,  out  of  the  way,  if  you  please,"  shouted  her 
owner,  as  he  took  his  preliminary  canter,  turning 
over  a  gaping  rustic  without  doing  much  damage 
to  him,  and  effectually  clearing  a  course  for  Tom 
Dashwood  on  the  Clipper.  Frank  Beauclerc  came 
next  on  the  Don,  and  the  remaining  four  in  suc- 
cession ;  the  Skedaddler,  at  length  saddled  and 
his  owner  dressed,  bringing  up  the  rear. 

"Nice  mover,  that  horse  of  Mr.  Beauclerc's," 
said  a  ringman,  eyeing  him  critically  as  he  galloped 
past.  "  He  can  ride  him,  too.  If  his  condition's 
as  good  as  his  horse's,  he  ought  to  win.  I  lay  four 
to  one  against  the  Don."  This  unexpected  conclu- 
sion at  which  he  had  an-ived  astonished  no  one  but 
the  inexperienced,  of  whom  there  were  not  many 
in  the  neighbourhood. 
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"  Done,  in  hundreds,"  said  a  tall,  handsome  man, 
in  the  most  good-humoured  of  voices,  close  at  the 
speaker's  elbow.     "  Again,  if  you  like." 

"  Not  for  me,  sir.  May  I  trouble  you  for  your 
name?" 

"  Beauclerc.  Colonel  Beauclerc ;  the  Clarendon. 
But  I  shall  be  at  Tattersall's  on  Monday." 

"Very  good,  sir;  it's  all  right.  I  hope  you'll 
win  it :  I  shall  be  half  ruined  if  you  don't.  I'm 
dead  against  the  Skedaddler  and  Jenny."  With 
which  Big  Ben,  the  landlord  of  a  small  pubHc 
in  Whitechapel,  rolled  off,  roaring,  ^'I  can  lay 
agen  the  Don  or  the  Clipper." 

"  What's  the  price  against  the  Don,  Ben  ?  "  in- 
quired a  green-looking  youth,  with  a  very  small 
soupgon  of  hair  on  his  upper  lip,  and  a  small  gold 
pencil-case  in  his  hand. 

"  Well,  I  couldn't  bet  any  odds,  only  I  want  to 
get  out.  Sir  Harry.  I'll  lay  four  to  three ;  but  he's 
sure  to  win.  He's  a  stone  better  than  any  of  the 
others,  excepting  Captain  Cheesman ;  and  nobody 
knows  whether  he's  going  to  try.  Vagabond's  a 
hkely  horse  enough,  if  he's  not  hm-ried  at  first." 
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"Take  your  two  to  one,"  said  Sir  Hany,  not 
paying  mucli  attention  to  an^^tliing  but  his  own 
boots — "  take  your  two  to  one,  Ben." 

"  Write  it  down,  sii',"  said  Ben,  shutting  up  his 
book ;  "  you  gentlemen  always  get  the  best  of  it." 

The  feelings  of  Colonel  Beauclerc  were  of  a 
mixed  kind.  The  predominant  one  was,  if  strictly 
analysed,  self-gratulation  at  the  aj^pearance, 
manner,  and  evident  popularity  of  his  son  :  a  selfish 
foundation  for  parental  love,  but  the  base  which 
philosophy  has  assigned  to  that  virtue.  The 
Colonel,  like  many  spoilt  men,  with  a  good  share 
of  natural  amiability,  did  not  like  disappointment. 
In  the  present  case  he  had  none  to  contend  with. 
He  could  admire  what  he  had  predetermined  to 
love.  Like  all  men,  too,  who  live  much  in  and  for 
the  w^orld,  he  was  guided  by  its  opinions  even  in 
his  affections.  He  bought  his  horses,  his  dogs,  his 
dinners,  and  his  house,  because  he  liked  them 
himself ;  but  he  valued  them  after  the  first  impulse 
was  gone  by,  by  their  conventional  price,  the  ad- 
miration of  his  friends.  He  put  the  same  sort  of 
value  upon  himself :  and  almost  without  knowing 
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it,  he  would  liave  done  tlie  same  by  his  son.  lie 
was  supremely  happy,  because  he  saw  that  the 
world  was  sure  to  endorse  his  affection. 

Colonel  Beauclerc  had  a  great  talent  for  spend- 
ing money,  on  himself  or  others.  It  made  no 
great  difference  on  which.  Now  he  had  a  legi- 
timate object  for  its  uses,  and  he  began  wonder- 
ing already  how  he  could  afford  Frank  the 
greatest  gi'atification.  The  worst  of  the  Colonel 
was  that  he  could  not  conceive  much  satisfaction 
without  a  considerable  amount  of  personal  indul- 
gence. There  are  a  very  great  many  persons  of 
the  same  opinion.  Frank,  however,  was  not  one 
of  them. 

Frank  Beauclerc  was  accustomed  to  take  the 
world  as  he  found  it.  He  had  always  had  a 
liberal  allowance,  and  had  spent  it.  Not  entirely 
on  himself,  nor  recklessly  upon  others :  and, 
though  not  an  experienced  financier,  he  had  done 
as  much  good  with  a  thousand  a  year  as  any 
cornet  of  Cavalry  in  the  service.  He  was  always 
helping  others  out  of  scrapes ;  the  Colonel's  gene- 
rosity more  frequently  helped  others  into  them. 
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On  tlie  present  occasion  lie  was  not  long  in 
finding  Violet.  He  brought  his  father  to  the 
Ashdale  carriage ;  and  the  introduction,  so  un- 
expected, was  a  sufficient  explanation  of  Frank's 
absence  from  Madame  Rosenf els's  house  that  morn- 
ing. When  presented  by  name  to  that  young 
lady,  Colonel  Beauclerc  looked  at  her  with  con- 
siderable interest  at  first.  He  talked  to  her  much : 
seemed  charmed  with  her  iiaivetc,  as  eveiybody 
was  with  her  beauty.  Violet,  too,  thought  she 
had  never  seen  such  a  person  as  Frank's  father, 
and  set  down  his  particular  attentions  to  her  to  a 
v»T.'ono;  cause. 

"Ashdale,"  said  the  Colonel,  presently,  taking 
his  newly-found  cousin  on  one  side,  and  renew- 
ing their  former  acquaintance,  "  who  is  ^liss 
Carloss?" 

For  the  first  time  in  his  life  the  Honourable 
Frederick  began  to  think  who  Mss  Carloss  could 
be.  Ha™g  come  to  no  definite  conclusion,  he 
said : 

"Well— ha— she's  a  lady,  I  beheve." 

"  Of  course  she  is,"  replied  Everard  Beauclerc, 
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"  or  else  she  would  not  have  been  with  your 
mother  and  sisters.  I  mean,  of  what  family  was 
she ;  as  she  tells  me  that  she  was  born  in  India, 
and  has  lived  ever  since  she  was  a  baby  with 
Madame  Somebody  at  Ljrmmersfield.  Which  of 
the  Carlosses  is  she?  There  are  half  a  dozen  in 
the  three  presidencies." 

"Really  I  haven't  the  least  idea.  I'll  ask 
Evelyn."  And  Fred  Ashdale  turned  for  that 
purpose. 

"  No,  no :  on  no  account.  It's  a  matter  of 
mere  curiosity." 

"  I  suppose  you  know  your  boy  saved  her  life  at 
a  pic-nic  ?  " 

"Indeed  I  know  nothing.  I've  only  been  in 
the  country  about  eight-and-forty  hours.  It's  a 
very  dangerous  amusement  with  such  a  girl  as 
that :  I  never  saw  such  a  face  in  my  life."  And 
then  Everard  Beauclerc  looked  back  into  a  time 
and  circumstances  long  passed,  and  was  remark- 
ably thoughtful  until  he  booked  the  four  to  one. 
Then  his  thoughts  got  back  to  busier  scenes  than 
an  old,  and  well-nigh  worn  .out,  regret. 
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They're  off !  The  magic  sound  operated  like  a 
charm.  Glasses  went  up,  and  obscured  bright 
eyes.  The  buzz  of  conversation  ceased,  except- 
ing an  occasional  soliloquy.  "  Jenny  Jumps  will 
win  this,"  says  an  authority  aloud,  addressing  no- 
body in  particular.  "Not  if  Cheesman  can  get 
Vagabond  over  the  water,"  replies  another  well- 
informed  plunger  on  the  top  of  a  drag,  without 
removing  the  glasses  from  his  eyes.  "  They're  all 
over ;  the  next  fence  is  a  good  one." 

Violet  strained  her  eyes  from  the  Ashdale  car- 
riage, and  seemed  to  think  it  odd  that  no  one 
sympathised  with  her.  They  made  no  more  room 
for  her  to  see  than  if  she  had  not  been  more  inte- 
rested in  the  race  than  the  rest  of  the  spectators. 
She  was  strangely  excited,  and  watched  the  Don 
and  his  rider.  "  Jenny  Jumps  is  getting  beat ; 
Charlie  has  been  going  too  fast,"  said  Fred  Ash- 
dale from  the  box  of  his  mother's  carriage.  Lady 
Evelyn  wanted  to  know  all  about  it.  Violet  Car- 
loss  never  opened  her  lips. 

"  There's  somebody  down,"  said  Ashdale  again. 
"Who  is  it?" 
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"  I  don't  know :  but  lie's  up  agcain,  and  gone 
on.  It's  Cheesman.  What  a  horseman  he  is!" 
"  Who's  tliat  leading  ?  "  "  Tom  Dashwood  ; 
Jenny  Jumps  is  second,  and  the  Don  third. 
They'll  be  at  the  brook  in  a  minute,  Miss  Car- 
loss  :  here,  take  my  glasses.  They  pass  this  side 
of  the  carriages  the  first  time,  and  into  the  course 
to  finish :  there's  the  water  between  the  two  flags. 
Here  they  come,  Vagabond  first :  by  Jove !  he's 
put  his  ears  back:  he  won't  have  it."  True 
enough.  Vagabond  refused,  and  as  he  turned,  the 
Skedaddler's  chance  was  put  out  by  running 
straight  into  him,  and  the  two  went  ignomi- 
niously  into  the  water ;  Frank  Beauclerc  and 
Charlie  Eyder  cleared  it  to  the  right,  side  by 
side,  and  were  followed  by  the  rest,  who  got  over 
safely,  one  with  a  scramble. 

In  this  order  the  five  who  were  in  the  race  went 
on  with  it.  Violet  watched  them  with  her  heart 
as  well  as  eyes.  "  There's  one  down  at  the  timber : 
I  believe  it's  Beauclerc."  Violet  had  time  to  turn 
pale.     "  No,  it's  not ;  it's  Jenny  Jumps  :  by  Jove ! 
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Clieesman's  nearly  caught  'em.  What  a  pace 
Vagabond  can  go  !  "  "  Well  jumped,  Beauclerc  ! 
only  three  more  fences.  The  Don  wins  for  a 
hundred ! "  And  no  takers.  Violet's  heart  beat 
faster  and  faster.  ^*  Frank  Beauclerc's  leading 
by  a  length,  Clieesman's  second,  Dashwood's 
third,  and  Jenny  Jumps  fourth ;  the  rest  no- 
where." They  had  now  made  a  tui-n,  with  only 
two  fences  to  jump  and  a  straight  run  in  between 
the  stand  and  the  carriages.  On  they  came, 
heads,  eyes,  glasses,  and  hearts  all  pointing  one 
way.  "  It's  a  race ! "  roars  one.  "  Beauclerc 
wins ! "  shouts  another.  "  No — Vagabond  comes 
at  last ! "  as  the  thorough-bred  one,  splendidly 
handled,  came  by  his  two  horses  after  landing 
over  the  last  flight  of  hurdles,  and  challenged  the 
Don.  It  was  a  race  indeed.  The  two  best  men 
in  the  district,  and  an  honest  struggle ;  neck  and 
neck  they  came.  But  Beauclerc  had  not  yet 
moved  on  his  horse:  he  had  made  no  mistake 
throughout,  and  Vagabond,  though  faster,  had 
been  in  grief  at  the  brook.  So  good  a  horseman 
VOL.  II.  F 
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as  Frank  Bcauclerc  was  not  likely  to  forget  this, 
and,  sitting  down  on  liis  horse,  he  gave  him  one 
taste  of  the  spur,  landing  him  on  the  post  a  winner 
by  about  half  a  length.  The  numbers  were  not 
up,  and  shouts  of  "Beauclerc!"  and  "  Cheesman !" 
still  rent  the  air,  when  the  crowed  inished  in. 
"  Three,  five ;  Beauclerc  first.  Vagabond  second. 
All  riffht ! "  And  down  went  Frederick  Ashdale 
from  the  box.  At  that  moment,  in  his  endeavour 
to  pull  up  and  avoid  doing  mischief  to  the  heed- 
less multitude,  the  Don  crossed  his  legs,  and  fell 
head  over  heels  with  his  rider.  The  crowd  closed 
in,  Frank  tried  to  rise,  but  to  no  purpose  :  and 
fell  back  into  the  arms  of  Colonel  Beauclerc,  who 
laid  him  on  the  ground,  apparently  lifeless. 

The  quick  eyes  of  Violet  had  followed  her  lover 
closely:  she  saw  the  fall,  and  the  crowd.  Then 
came  a  minute  of  intense  apprehension  ;  the  horse 
was  up,  but  the  rider  was  nowhere  to  be  seen. 
At  length  the  crowd  began  to  open.  Was  he 
walking — an  accident — a  broken  limb,  perhaps  ? — 
anything  to  relieve  her  anxiety.     And  then  she 
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saw,  as  they  moved  the  people  away  to  give  him 
air,  her  idol  Frank,  the  preserver  of  her  life  and 
her  betrothed,  insensible,  and  borne  in  the  arms  of 
his  father  and  the  people.  Ah !  liow  near  is  the 
one  to  the  other,  the  essence  of  life  and  death  ! 
She  had  no  power  to  speak,  she  had  no  right  to 
weep.  She  looked  round;  the  men  had  left  the 
carriage  to  see  what  was  the  matter.  Lady  Ash- 
dale  and  her  daughter  were  busied  with  something 
else.  She  felt  the  colour  desertino;  her  face  as 
every  drop  of  blood  seemed  frozen  in  her  heart : 
her  hands  were  clenched,  her  teeth  began  to  close 
as  though  to  shut  in  an  exclamation  which  her 
pride  and  maidenly  reserve  forbade,  but  which  her 
whole  soul  prompted.  Unconsciousness  came  to 
her  relief,  and  she  fell  heavily  into  the  corner  of 
the  carriage  in  which  she  had  been  sitting. 

"  I  say.  Goldfinch,  how's  that  ?  He  can't  go  to 
scale.     Does  he  win  ?  " 

"  Of  com-se  he  does,"  says  Goldfinch.  "  What ! 
have  you  lost  ?  " 

"  Well,  but,  old  fellow,  he's  obliged  to  ride  back 
f2 
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to  scale,  or  else  lie's  disqualified/'  replies  Swallow- 
tail of  ours  :  "  and  he  can't  ride  back." 

^^  Always  excepting  in  case  of  accident,  when  he 
may  be  carried  back  or  walk.  See  ;  they're  taking 
him  in  now :  he's  badly  hurt,  but  he's  standing 
up,  and  leaning  on  somebody.  What  did  you 
lay?" 

"  I  laid  five  hundred  to  two  against  him  just 
before  starting." 

"  Then  the  sooner  you  pay  up  the  better,  for 
you've  lost ;  it  Avill  be  off  your  mind,  and  you  can 
well  afford  it." 

So,  for  the  satisfaction  of  the  reader,  we  know 
that  Frank  Beauclerc  was  not  dead  yet :  but 
Violet  Carloss  did  not  know  it  till  some  time 
afterwards,  when  Frederick  Ashdale  brouglit  the 
intelligence.  What  with  smelling-salts  and  the 
Inquisition,  she  had  a  rough  time  of  it  going 
home. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

A  LADY  OF  STEONG  MIND. 

Non  viiltus  instantis  Tyranni  mente  quatit  solida. 

Hoe.     Odes. 

The  winter,  which  had  been  shorter  than  usual 
and  Avithout  frost,  was  lengthening  into  spring. 
Already  the  yellow  crocuses  in  the  gardens  south 
and  south-west  of  London  w^ere  peeping  from  the 
ground.  The  grass  was  beginning  to  grow,  and 
the  world  was  looking  for  a  forward,  a  fruitful, 
and,  consequently,  a  sickly  season.  A  warm  re- 
laxing season  is  a  great  help  to  the  natui'al  incli- 
nation for  cholera,  to  which  the  bad  drainage  of 
our  suburban  and  provincial  villages  predisposes. 
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There  Averc,  liowevcr,  no  signs  of  anytliing  but 
health  and  cheerfuhiess  in  the  prospect  before  us. 

We  arc  back  again  at  Lymmersfiekl.  Madame 
Rosenfels's  cottage  is  again  tenanted ;  and  having 
spent  her  three  or  four  months  at  Brighton,  she  is 
once  more  amongst  her  books  and  her  flowers. 
Ah !  Madame  Kosenfels !  these  innocent  enjoy- 
ments are  no  longer  for  you.  She  has  been  too 
extravagant.  She  likes  spending  money.  She 
will  have  balls,  and  petits  soupers,  and  good  society, 
and  her  little  brouo;ham  for  herself  and  Violet : 
and  she  loves  to  live  like  a  lady.  All  that  costs 
money.  I  know  my  friends  tell  me  it  does  not. 
They  say,  clean  tablecloths  arc  as  cheap  as  dirty 
ones — that  a  badly-dressed  groom  eats  as  much  as 
a  neat  one — that  a  pony  is  as  expensive  as  a  horse 
— that  to  look  like,  and  to  bo,  a  gentleman,  is  as 
easy  on  five  hundred  a  year  as  on  five  thousand. 
That's  not  true,  and  Madame  Rosenfels  found  it 
out.  So  she  was  come  back  to  Lymmersfield — to 
economise  :  the  change,  too,  was  good  fi^r  Violet. 
She  had  had  too  much  excitement :  at  least,  so 
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said  Madame.  And  truly  the  poor  child  did  not 
look  well. 

There  were  four  persons  in  the  cottage  at  Lym- 
mersfielcl  on  this  early  spring  morning  besides  the 
serv^ants.  In  the  pretty  sitting-room  on  the  right 
of  the  door,  and  looking  on  the  crocuses  and  the 
lawn,  into  which  room  I  have  before  taken  my 
reader,  sat  two  young  girls,  totally  different  in 
disposition  as  they  were  in  appearance  and  talent. 

One  was  Violet  :  a  little  changed — a  little 
thinner ;  more  beautiful  than  ever,  but  exhibiting 
a  predominance  of  eyes  over  her  other  features 
which  is  the  result  of  anxiety  or  delicacy  of  health. 
The  clear  outline  of  her  nose  and  mouth  was  more 
marked  than  usual.  The  colour  on  her  cheek  was 
less  pronounced.  The  blue  veins  over  her  eyes 
were  fuller  and  more  ethereal,  and  the  beautiful 
eyes  themselves  were  larger  and  less  quiet.  They 
had  a  watchful  look  at  times,  which  argued  want 
of  sleep,  and  suspicions  somewhat  undefined :  but 
the  long  lashes  still  swept  the  cheek  below,  and 
the    massive   hair    rippled    over    her    low   white 
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forehead.  She  looked  only  a  little  too  full  of 
eyes. 

The  girl  who  sat  by  her  side  has  been  presented 
by  name  before.  She  was  known  among  her  in- 
timates, and  their  name  was  legion,  as  the  Griffin. 
In  fact,  her  name  was  Alice,  and  she  was  Colville's 
eldest  daughter.  In  appearance  she  was  very  dif- 
ferent to  Violet.  I  have  my  ow^n  opinion  about 
her :  so  let  us  be  satisfied  that  her  friends  decided 
that  she  was  very  plain.  I  never  tx'ust  myself  to 
friends  on  the  score  of  beauty  or  reputation.  They 
are  ajDt  to  exercise  their  privileges.  One's  enemies, 
whether  it  involve  a  certain  amount  of  credit  to 
them  or  not,  are  usually  more  lenient.  To  know 
your  enemies  and  mistrust  your  friends  is  ti-ue 
worldly  wisdom,  though  somewhat  misanthropic  in 
principle. 

Alice  Colville,  I  am  obliged  to  admit,  was  no 
beauty.  She  inherited,  however,  a  nature  and  an 
understanding  which  was  above  physical  excel- 
lence. She  was  called  eccentric.  If  it  meant 
capable  of  the  greatest  self-sacrifice  for  those  she 
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loved  ;  of  talents  and  accomplishments  varied  in  a 
wonderful  manner,  and  far  above  mediocrity,  she 
was  eccentric.  She  was  independent,  not  only  in 
the  tone  of  her  mind,  but  in  action;  still  essen- 
tially a  lady  in  its  best  sense.  If  eccentricity 
means  unbounded  charity  as  far  as  her  means 
went,  and  a  love  of  doino-  what  she  thought  rifrht 
in  her  own  way,  only  so  far  as  never  to  interfere 
with  the  comforts  of  others,  she  was  very  eccen- 
tric. She  read  to  the  poor,  and  visited  the  sick, 
under  the  authority  of  the  parson  of  the  parish. 
She  drove  a  rough  donkey  tandem  of  the  most 
primitive  construction,  and  fed  her  two  favourites 
with  her  own  hands  :  but  she  never  required  her 
friends  to  go  with  her,  if  they  objected  to  the  un- 
polished style  of  her  harness  and  waggonette  :  nor 
was  she  offended  if  Lady  Clara  Barrington  failed 
to  recognise  her  in  her  extraordinary  equipage.  It 
saved  her  feet,  which  she  declared  were  very  dis- 
agreeable feet,  unwilhng  to  walk  when  they  could 
ride  :  and  the  donkeys,  which  she  had  bought  with 
her  own  money,  earned  in  a  friend's  house  as  a 
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governess,  against  her  father's  wish  but  for  his 
assistance,  did  an  amount  of  duty  for  her  young 
brothers  and  sisters  which  woukl  have  killed  the 
best  pony  alive.  Half  the  signs  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  their  former  residence  were  the  results  of 
her  self-educated  talents.  As  an  artist  more  ad- 
vanced in  knowledge,  the  last  few  years,  she  liad 
supported  herself  by  the  proceeds  of  her  pencil. 
The  Halfpenny  Magazine  and  the  Smithjield  Journal 
owed  much  of  their  popularity  to  her  judicious 
illustrations.  She  played  half  a  dozen  instruments 
in  her  own  way,  among  which  were  the  violin  and 
the  Pandean  pipes,  but  her  especial  favourite  was 
the  drum.  She  sang  comic  songs  with  a  gra^dty 
quite  unapproachable.  She  never  wanted  a  partner 
in  the  dance,  for  her  feet  never  played  her  false  in 
a  ball-room.  She  was  too  good  a  companion  for 
the  young  swells  who  had  lately  left  their  tutors, 
or  who  were  on  the  wrong  side  of  their  little  go ; 
but  she  made  great  havoc  with  the  elderly  gentle- 
men, middle-aged  married  men,  and  professors  of 
"  ologies,"  who  were  never  tired  of  talking  to  her. 
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"  Upon  my  soul,  I  believe  that  gii'l,  Alice  Col- 
ville,  was  only  laughing  at  me,"  said  young  Dismal 
of  the  Fly-by-nights,  remarkable  for  the  veiy 
ugliest  person  and  the  most  insufferable  affecta- 
tion in  the  British  army. 

"Why,  what  in  the  world  did  she  say?"  re- 
joined liis  friend. 

"  I  said,  I  hated  walking  without  an  object ;  and 
she  said,  ^  I  never  could  do  that  if  I  went  out  alone.'  " 

"  Oh  no ;  what  could  she  mean  ?  IsTothink  at 
all,  of  course,  you  know." 

When  she  was  not  in  her  donkey-cart,  she  was 
to  be  found  on  a  hill -side,  in  thick  boots  and 
leather  gaiters,  with  a  hammer  in  her  hand,  look- 
ing for  "thunderbolts,"  and  "that  sort  of  thing, 
you  know,"  as  the  same  young  gentleman  called 
her  geological  specimens. 

If  I  add  that  she  wore  spectacles,  I  need  not  say 
that  she  was  enouo;h  to  frio-hten  anv  but  the  most 
adventurous  youtli.  I  think  I  have  already  re- 
marked that  men  never  fall  in  love  with  an  under- 
standing  before   marriage,    whatever   value   they 
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may  attticli  to  it  afterwards,  when  so  fortunate  as 
to  have  caught  one  not  their  own. 

She  was  supposed  to  be  out  of  the  pale  of  an 
affaire. 

Alice  Colville  now  sat  by  the  side  of  her  friend 
Violet  on  a  sofa  facing  the  window,  opening  upon 
the  neat,  well-kept  lawn,  and  beds  studded  with 
spring  flowers  ready  to  blossom.  There  was  a 
tender  interest  in  her  look,  as  she  put  her  arm 
round  Violet's  neck,  and  drew  her  head  towards 
her  own  shoulder. 

"  So,  at  last,  it's  all  right,  dear  :  Frank  is  well 
enough  to  be  moved.  lie's  going  on  leave,  and 
he's  coming  here  at  once." 

"  And  why  didn't  he  write  to  me,  Alice  ?  I 
should  so  like  to  have  had  a  line." 

"  Because  he  could  not  see  Madame  before  you 
left  Brighton,  and  he  thought  it  better  that  you 
should  not  be  compromised  without  a  proper  ex- 
planation." 

"Well,  Griffin,  I  suppose  you're  right.  But  I 
should  have  written  to  him." 
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"  Of  course  you  would  :  and  a  very  pretty  mess 
you'd  have  made  of  it.  It  was  a  yery  fortunate 
cii'cumstance  that  I  was  at  Brighton  mth  you." 

"  And  what's  to  be  done  about  ^ladame  ?  You 
know  she  doesn't  Hke  Frank."  Yiolet  threw  a 
little  anxiety  into  her  yoice. 

'^  Doesn't  she  ?  that's  like  her  perversity.  She 
hasn't  a  single  quality  in  her  mind  which  would 
enable  her  to  appreciate  him." 

"  Griffin  I "  This  was  uttered  reproachfully  : 
but  had  no  proper  effect. 

"  Oh,  I  know  Madame  Rosenfels  better  than 
you  do,  Yi.  So  she  does  not  like  Frank  ?  I  do.  I 
loye — well,  I  like  Frank  Beauclerc  better  than 
anybody,  and  I " 

"  What?   Better  than  your  ova\  family,  Alice  ?" 

'^  Excepting  my  own  family,  of  course  :  and,  if 
I  were  you,  I  should  insist  upon  marryang  him." 

"But  you  forget  he  has  never  written  to  my 
aunt." 

"  You  mean  Madame.  Xo ;  but  he  will  have 
done  so  in  a  few  days.     Yiolet,  don't  be  afraid, 
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love.  He's  the  most  honest,  truthful,  considerate ; 
the  most  noble-hearted,  unselfish " 

"  Why,  Griffin  !"  And  Violet  opened  her  large 
eyes  as  she  looked  up,  rising  from  her  friend's 
shoulder.  "  Griffin,  you're  in  love  with  him  your- 
self!" 

Alice  Colville  did  not  look  cpite  happy  at  this 
unexpected  charge ;  but  rallying  immediately  with 
somewhat  heightened  colour,  she  said  :  "  No,  Vio- 
let :  there's  a  prejudice  against  young  women  in 
spectacles :  we  have  time  to  look  on  at  the  game 
through  our  glasses,  because  we  take  no  part  in 
it."  This  was  not  quite  true  ;  but  Alice  bore  her 
trial  bravely,  and  gave  no  sign  of  flinching.  "  Are 
you  coming  for  a  drive  with  me  ?  " 

"Not  with  the  tandem." 

"  What !  you're  afraid  of  being  the  subject  of 
remark  ?  You  are  quite  right,  dear ;  it  won't  hurt 
me,  but  it  is  a  bad  thing  for  a  young  girl.  We'll 
go  with  one  donkey,  and  if  we  meet  anybody  we 
won't  know  them." 

"  But  they  will  know  us." 
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"  I  beg  your  pardon,  nobody  will  know  us  tliat 
can  help  it."  She  shook  her  head  convincingly,  as 
if  she  had  tried  it  often  enouf^h.  "Now,  where 
shall  we  go  ?     And  here  comes  my  father !  " 

"]\Ir.   Colville?     I'm  so  Mad.     He's  the  best 

o 

friend  I  have.  Griffin." 

"  And  my  mother  ?  " 

"Ah:  I  forgot  her.  But  what  does  he  want 
here?" 

"He's  the  dragon-tamer,  come  to  gather  the 
golden  apple  of  the  garden  of  the  Hesperides,  or 
the  golden  fleece  of  ^tes." 

"Wliat's  that,  dear  old  Griffin?  You  do  talk 
such  nonsense." 

"  You  are  the  apple,  or  the  fleece,  whichever 
you  like  best.  Papa  is  Jason  or  Hercules,  and 
Madame  is  the  dragon.     Now  you  understand." 

Violet's  mythology  was  at  a  low  ebb  :  it  had 
quite  been  forgotten  by  Madame  Rosenfels  in  her 
pupil's  reading.  So  she  only  opened  her  lovely 
mouth  and  showed  her  teeth  —  showed  them 
amiably,  that  is.     '^  What's  the  governor  ?  " 
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"  Jason,  to  be  sure.  lie's  come  here  for  yon, 
and  lie's  c;oinfT  to  attack  the  dracron :  that's 
!Madame  Kosenfels,  you  know." 

It  was  quite  true.  After  the  severe  iUness  of 
Frank,  consequent  on  falling  upon  his  head,  which 
indeed  saves  some  men,  while  others  are  said  to  be 
saved  by  falling  on  their  legs,  his  first  letter  had 
been  to  Colville.  He  had  followed  his  advice  in 
not  writing,  until  he  had  had  an  opportunity  of  pro- 
posing in  form.  Frank's  own  anxiety  w^ould  have 
led  to  an  earlier  eclaircissement,  but,  I  presume, 
ecclesiastics  are  of  a  less  ardent  temperament.  Be 
that  as  it  may,  nothing  is  easier  than  to  prescribe 
for  other  people.  I  never  knew  even  a  bishop  less 
pertinaciously  self-indulgent  in  such  an  ordeal 
than  others.  Colville  had  undertaken  to  break 
the  ice :  and  as  Frank  was  coming  to-morrow,  it 
was  time  to  begin,  if  he  was  to  get  any  w^ater. 

"  Now,  dear,  where  shall  we  go  for  our  drive  ?  " 
As  these  words  were  pronounced,  there  rushed 
from  Colville's  yard  a  fiery,  self-willed  donkey, 
uncorned   and   unkempt,   the   harness   chiefly   of 
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string,  the  carriage  tlie  veriest  of  costermongers' 
carts.  Neddy  disdained  all  form  and  restraint,  and 
rushed  up  the  village,  with  the  two  girls  seated 
side  by  side. 

"I'm  not  going  to  be  upset.  Griffin,  so  I  tell 
you ! "  exclaimed  Violet,  who  was  cognisant  of  her 
friend's  mode  of  progression,  and  not  sanguine  of 
safety. 

"Of  course  you  are  not,  dear.  I  could  have 
told  you  that.  Where  shall  we  go  1 "  Violet  was 
silent.  "Let's  go  to  St.  Hilda's  Mount.  Come 
up,  Neddy." 

As  Violet  offered  no  opposition  this  time,  there 
was  no  necessity  for  indulging  her  by  giving  her 
her  own  way.  The  Jerusalem  pony  trotted  out,  or 
rather  galloped — for  that  was  much  nearer  its 
proper  form — and  the  young  ladies  admired  the 
country,  and  talked  at  intervals. 

On  the  way  they  met  Lady  Clara  Bai'rington. 
Lady  Clara  nodded,  laughed  as  she  had  done  fifty 
times  at  the  peculiarity  of  the  equipage,  and 
pointed  it  out  as  a  chef-d'oeuvre  of  its  kind  to  her 

VOL.  II.  G 
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friend,  the  Marchioness.  Alice  Colville  returned 
her  bow  and  her  laugh  with  the  utmost  imperturb- 
ability, and  Violet  blushed  up  to  her  eyes  at  the 
absurdity  of  her  situation. 

"  Why  don't  you  have  proper  harness,  Alice,  if 
you  will  drive  this  wonderful  waggon  ?  " 

"  Because  it's  very  expensive  :  then  there's  the 
blacking ;  who's  to  do  that  ?  Then  there's  the  re- 
pairs,^  and  dear  old  Neddy  would  have  to  be 
groomed  instead  of  caught.  Kow  I  do  it  all  my- 
self. Ah !  here  comes  your  dear  friend,  Mrs. 
Twigg.     She  won't  know  you,  you'll  see." 

^^  Surely  she  will,  if  Lady  Clara  did,"  said 
Violet,  in  her  innocence. 

"  She  would,  if  she  knew  that  Lady  Clara  did. 
But  that's  the  difference  between  an  Earl's  daughter 
and  a  Mincing-lane  heiress.  Oh  !  you  dear  simple- 
minded  innocent  little  thing,  Violet ! " 

And  in  accordance  with  her  prognostications, 
Mrs.  Plantagenet  Twigg,  whose  father  and  husband 
were  most  respectable  wholesale  tradesmen,  hop- 
merchants  in  Mark-lane,  and  gave  dinners,  and  had 
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fine  cloaks  of  black  satin  bedaubed  with  spangles, 
and  kept  a  brougham,  was  busily  engaged  in  blow- 
ing her  little  girl's  nose  just  as  the  waggon  went  by. 

"  Why  don't  you  make  the  boy  catch  your 
donkey  and  dress  him  over,  and  put  him  in  for 
you?" 

"  Because  papa  made  it  a  condition  I  should  do 
it  myself,  and  said  I  should  be  sure  to  give  it  up  in 
a  month.  Mamma  did  not  want  me  to  have  it, 
because  she  knows  me  better  than  he  does." 

"  Here  we  are  at  St.  Hilda's  Momit."  Neddy 
was  with  difficulty  reduced  to  a  walk,  and  the  two 
girls  began  to  admire  the  beauty  of  the  drives  and 
rides,  the  magnificent  trees,  just  beginning  to 
exhibit  their  blossoms,  the  evergreen  pines,  and 
deodaras,  and  the  rhododendrons  putting  forth 
their  new  and  bright  green  leaves  in  the  early 
spring. 

We  have  seen  that,  while   the  two  had  been 

spending  their  morning  together,  the  Eev.  Harry 

Colville  had  called  upon  Madame  Rosenfels.  That 

lady  was  at  the  moment  concluding  a  conversation 

g2 
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of  an  important  character  with  tlie  old  Indian 
nurse,  Baba ;  and  as  Mr.  Colville  walked  in  at  the 
front  door,  he  saw  that  respectable-looking  woman 
— for  a  good  black  silk  dress  and  brightly  trimmed 
bonnet  do  wonders  even  for  a  woman  of  colour — 
walk  out  at  the  back.  He  recognised  her,  not- 
withstanding the  change.  The  conversation  had 
been  important.  Baba  herself,  having  but  few 
natural  advantages,  and  those  somewhat  obscured 
by  her  complexion  and  her  age,  was  not  unaware 
of  the  assistance  which  might  accrue  to  her  from 
an  unusual  attention  to  dress.  It  would  have  been 
evident  to  any  one  that  for  a  person  in  her  station 
of  life  her  purchases,  if  not  guided  by  the  purest 
taste,  had  been  made  at  least  regardless  of  expense. 
Madame  Eosenfels  felt  it,  with  less  surprise  than 
pleasure :  for,  whether  ui'ged  by  certain  natural 
impulses,  or  sympathetic  reminiscences,  or  by  any 
mutual  benefits  likely  to  accrue,  she  had  proposed 
to  act  towards  Baba  with  an  almost  heedless  libe- 
rality. That  dusky  female  had  indeed  availed 
herself  of  the  opportunity.     She  was  in  good  case 


A  LADY  OF  STRONG  MIXD.  85 

altoo-etlier,  and  widely  different  from  the  worn  and 
decrepit  dependent  ^Ye  saw  in  lier  company  some 
months  backs. 

''  But,  Baba,  Tin  not  able  to  give  so  much  : 
and  surely  you  can  hardly  require  more  at  present." 
But  Madame's  frown  was  not  decisive  enoufi^h. 

"  I  have  much  to  do  with  my  money,  Madame  ; 
and  now  I  want  it  to  send  back  to  India.  I  cannot 
go  myself." 

"  Not  go  yom^self ,  Baba  !  VThy  not  ?  "  ^Madame 
looked  hopeful  that  she  might. 

"  Xo,  no.  What  should  I  do  ?  1  have  changed. 
I  stop  in  England."  Baba  looked  cmining,  and 
nodded  at  her  late  mistress. 

"  Well  then,  Baba,  you  must  talk  to  IsLr.  Shear- 
ham  :  and  see  what  he  can  do." 

"  Sheaidiam — very  good  man  Mister  Shearham, 
but  he  is  all  talkee,  talkee,  no  money.  He  says,  go 
ask  Madame;  Madame  says,  you  go  ask  Shear- 
ham." 

"Well,  well" — here  the  bell  rang,  and  Madame 
caught  sight  of  Hariy  Colville — "  we  must  make 
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it  out  for  yon,  only  go  to  Sliearliam,  and  I'll  write 
to  him  myself.  Now  do  go,  Baba,  that's  a  good 
creature." 

"  Good,  good  ;  Ave  shall  see."  And  with  gentle 
persuasion  she  left  the  room.  As  she  turned  to  go 
out  through  the  garden  gate,  Colville  came  in  at 
the  other  door.  She  was  not  a  very  bad  woman, 
but  the  root  of  all  evil — money — had  got  possession 
of  her,  and  was  urging  her  to  the  devil,  as  it  does 
all  men.  Avarice  is  the  great  sepulchre  of  all  our 
other  passions :  she  swallows  them  all.  She  is 
always  poor,  though  rolling  in  '\^'ealth :  and  en- 
riched by  nothing  short  of  the  utter  destitution  of 
her  neighbours. 

liXeovf^ta  iityiarov  avOpwirois  KaKov, 

And  our  Greek  copy-books  told  a  mighty  truth. 
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CHAPTER  Y. 

NEGOTIATIONS. 

Why  should  I  bhish  to  ovoi  I  love  ? — Kirke  White. 

'\Yhex  Frank's  ambassador  had  followed  the 
old  Indian  woman  with  his  eyes  throngh  the 
garden  door  at  the  other  end  of  the  hall,  he  ad- 
vanced towards  the  entrance  of  the  sitting-room, 
in  which  jMadame  Rosenfels  was  now  alone.  He 
came  with  somewhat  the  air  of  an  ambassador, 
with  a  sort  of  assured  rio;ht  of  admittance  and  a 
certainty  of  welcome  :  jet,  withal,  as  an  ambas- 
sador in  bonds. 

The  subject  on  which  he  was  to  treat  was  a  de- 
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licate  one :  tliongli  no  one  in  the  nelglibourhood 
could  have  been  expected  to  manage  it  ^vith 
greater  facihtv,  or  more  satisfaction,  than  Col- 
ville.  An  intimate  friend  of  both  parties,  only 
newly  released  from  the  guardianship  of  one,  and 
still  retaining  some  sort  of  negative  interest  in  the 
young  lady,  he  was  a  well-selected,  and  ought  to 
have  been  a  self-confident,  mediator.  He  came  to 
offer  a  very  handsome  alliance  to  an  amiable  and 
beautiful  girl :  plenty  of  money,  superiority  in 
position  and  birth,  and  something  more  than  an 
average  of  intellectual  and  moral  excellences  :  an 
equality  in  physique  proportionate  to  their  differ- 
ence of  sex,  and  an  affection  wdiicli  Avas  the  result 
of  an  acqiialntanceship  of  long  standing. 

VTiij  did  Colville  hesitate  on  the  threshold  of 
delivery  to  speak  out  his  mission  ?  Why  was  he 
not  as  bold  as  the  classic  evangelist,  and  as  certain 
of  his  rew^ard  ?  Because  he  knew  instinctively  that 
Madame  Rosenfels  had  other  objects  in  view  for 
Violet,  though  he  knew  not  what.  Colville  be- 
lieved Frank  Beauclerc  to  be  irresistible;  and 
therefore  he  felt  no  feai's  for  the  ultimate  result 
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of  his  proposal  in  Frank's  favour.  But  lie  was, 
that  moment,  struck  with  the  assurance  that  Ma- 
dame Rosenfels  was  not  on  his  side  :  and  that,  on 
her  part,  the  opposition  would  he  strenuous. 

Now,  Harry  Colville  was  a  bad  fellow  for  a 
situation  like  this  ;  and  he  knew  it.  All  he  now 
wished  was  that  his  wife  had  been  with  him,  by 
him,  or,  still  better,  there  without  him.  He  paid 
a  mutely  eloquent  compliment  to  her  talents,  of 
which  he  was  scarcely  aware.  It  was  so  involun- 
tary, yet  so  true.  However,  she  was  not  there, 
and  it  was  his  business  to  begin. 

"My  dear  Madame  Eosenfels!"  Colville  was 
quite  aware  that  Madame  was  not  so  capable  of 
assuming  amiability  upon  this  particular  occasion 
as  usual.  The  fact  is,  that  she  had  just  been  re- 
minded by  Baba  that  she  was,  to  some  extent,  in 
that  lady's  power ;  and  that  she  intended  to  apply 
pressiu'e  to  see  how  much  was  to  be  got  out  of 
her.  A  clever,  determined  woman  like  Adelaide 
Rosenfels  requires  some  little  time  to  compose 
herself  after  so  fatal  a  discovery. 

"  Mr.  Colville  ! "  said  the  handsome  widow,  with 
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a  somewhat  dramatic  start,  which  did  not  disclose 
the  fact  that  he  had  been  seen  through  the 
window — "!Mr.  Colville!  This  is  very  good  of 
you,  with  all  you  have  to  do,  to  come  and  sit 
with  me.  Perhajos  you  want  to  see  Violet ;  she's 
only  in  the  next  room :  let  me  ring." 

"  On  no  account.  My  visit  is  to  you."  And 
he  rose  to  prevent  her. 

"  That's  very  flattering !  Now,  let  me  ask  after 
Mrs.  Colville,  and  poor  Frank  Beauclerc.  I  hope 
he's  irettinix  well  ao;ain.  It  was  a  terrible  fall, 
wasn't  it  r' 

"  Well,  it  was  a  bad  fall.  But  Frank  is  accus- 
tomed to  that.  Hard  knocks  should  be  a  soldier's 
portion." 

"  And,  by  the  look  of  Russia,  veiy  likely  will  be 
before  long."  Madame  was  a  politician,  and  more 
far-sighted  than  some  cleverer  people,  INIessrs. 
Cobden  and  Bright  inclusive. 

"  Strange  to  say,  I  came  here  to  talk  to  you 
about  Frank  Beauclerc."  Here  Colville  went  on 
rather  faster.     "He's  coming   here   to-day — pro- 
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bably  is  liere  at  this  very  time.  Do  you  know, 
he's  taken  a  great  fancy  to  Yiolet,  and — and " 

Madame  gave  a  great  start,  and  then  a  rather 
prolonged  stare.  If  she  meant  it  to  signify  that  it 
was  more  than  she  coukl  have  conceived  possible, 
she  rather  overacted  her  part. 

"  Frank  is  a  very  excellent  fellow,  Madame, 
and  has  a  very  great  respect  for  you:  and,  al- 
though he's  one  of  the  most  straightforward  men 
alive,  he  has  asked  me  just  to  break  the  ice  for 
him." 

Madame  Eosenfels  gave  no  sign  of  encourage- 
ment or  the  reverse.  She  only  smiled  good- 
humouredly  enough,  leaving  Colville  in  the  hole 
which  he  was  digging  for  himself. 

"  I  think  he  has  everything  to  offer  that  a  girl 
can  require  :  and,  if  I  know  anything  of  Violet 
Carloss,  ambition  is  about  the  last  of  her  cha- 
racteristics." 

Madame  played  with  her  bracelets,  which  were 
good.     "  But  I  may  be  ambitious  for  her." 

"  Surely  not  beyond  the  love  of  an  honest  man. 
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with  such  prospects  as  Frank's,  Madame.  His 
father's  intentions  in  his  favour  arc  more  tlian 
generous." 

Madame  would  not  reply  directly  to  the  asser- 
tion. "  And  does  Violet  know  of  the  admiration 
she  has  excited  ?  " 

"  She  can  hardly  fail  to  do  so,  under  the  pecu- 
liar circumstances  of  the  case.  He  saved  her  life  ; 
is  it  too  much  to  ask" — here  he  hesitated — "  that 
she  should  devote  it  to  him  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  not ;  but  not  generous  to  give  her  the 
pain  of  refusing." 

"  Ah !  Madame,  do  you  think  she  would  re- 
fuse?" 

"  Before  I  can  entertain  your  proposal,  Lfr. 
Colville,  I  shall  take  care  to  ascertain.  She  has 
not  made  me  her  confidante  :  and,  as  I  have  heard 
from  neither  Frank  nor  Colonel  Beauclerc,  I  may 
assume  that  the  question  has  gone  no  further. 
They  are  both  very  young." 

"  So  much  the  better,  Madame  Rosenfels. 
Youthful  marriages  are  happy  ones.  Girls  and 
boys  ought   not   to   fritter  away  their   best   and 
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holiest  feelings  upon  half  a  dozen  objects  in  their 
search  after  one.  I'm  an  advocate  for  first  loves 
and  early  marriage;  you  ought  to  be  one  of  its 
advocates  too.  Like  ourselves,  I've  heard  that 
you  were  so  practically." 

Madame  Rosenfels  thought  of  her  own  early 
marriage,  remembered  its  object,  its  results,  and 
how  little  it  had  to  do  with  a  first  love.  It  gave 
her  a  cold  shudder,  which  was  almost  proof  against 
the  enthusiasm  of  her  visitor.  "  You  speak 
warmly,"  said  she. 

"  I  ought  to  do  so.  I  love  Frank  Beauclerc 
almost  as  my  own  children,  and  I  plead  his  cause, 
having  my  own  for  a  precedent." 

Madame  Kosenfels  was  a  little  perplexed :  and 
as  Colville  got  warmer,  he  became  more  eloquent. 

"  Surely  a  lady  of  your  penetration  might  have 
discovered  their  secret." 

"Violet  was  greatly  admired,  and  has  been  so 
wherever  we  have  been,"  said  Madame,  indirectly 
answering  the  question  this  time. 

"  But  Frank's  admiration  must  have  had  some- 
thing peculiar  in  it.     I  know  that,  with  all  his 
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warmth  of  liCcart  and  strengtli  of  feeling,  he  is 
self-dominant  to  a  degree.  But,  as  there  was  no 
inequality,  no  need  for  reticence,  he  must  have 
shown  by  his  conduct " 

"  Not  more  than  others  ;  and  as  neither  he  nor 
Violet  have  yet  taken  me  into  their  confidence,  I 
am  at  a  loss  to  know  how  to  act." 

It  was  true.  The  lady  had  been  slighted  :  and 
she  must  be  pacified,  thought  Colville.  It  is  but 
right.  She  wants  nothing  but  the  compliment, 
which  she  certainly  deserved.  "  You  knew  Colonel 
Beauclerc  ?  " 

"Years  ago,  in  India.  He  must  long  have 
forgotten  me." 

"  His  son's  interest  in  your  ward  will  have  re- 
called you,  if  that  were  needful."  Harry  Colville 
bowed  and  blushed,  conscious  of  having  said  some- 
thing unusual  to  an  unusually  handsome  woman. 
"  You  will  do  Mrs.  Colville  the  pleasure  of  dining 
with  us  on  Tuesday  next?  He  is  coming  here 
next  week.  We  must  have  you  and  Violet  to 
meet  the  father  and  son." 
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"  With  the  greatest  pleasure." 

When  Colville  had  taken  his  leave  he  did  not 
go  at  once  to  his  pupil-room,  but  he  smoked  a 
cigar  in  a  retired  nook,  which  was  not  unfre- 
quentlj  an  Egerian  fountain  to  him.  Madame 
took  a  constitutional  round  her  garden,  and  ad- 
mired her  own  diplomacy.  He  came,  with  the 
aid  of  an  ash  which  grew  whiter  and  longer,  to 
this  conclusion:  Madame  Rosenfels's  vanity  has 
been  hurt  by  Frank's  apparent  neglect  of  herself. 
Or,  she  has  some  reason  for  thinking  that  Violet 
may  do  better  for  herself.  Women  are  terrible 
schemers  about  matrimony. 

INIadame  decided,  with  the  aid  of  a  sharp  turn 
or  two  round  her  limited  extent  of  shrubbery,  that 
it  would  not  do  to  part  with  Violet  Carloss  for 
some  time  to  come,  either  to  Frank  Beauclerc  or 
to  any  one  else.  She  would  lose  all  her  income, 
all  her  command  over  Shearham  and  the  property, 
and,  what  was  infinitely  worse,  she  would  ha^-e  to 
give  an  account  of  the  trust,  which  would  bring  to 
liixht  some  awkward  disclosures. 
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She  determined,  therefore,  upon  evasion  or 
opposition.  Evasion  was  the  easier  method,  if 
but  little  mischief  had  been  done.  Absence, 
thought  Madame,  does  not  make  "  the  heart 
grow  fonder,"  imless  it  be  supported  by  some 
well-assured  confidence  of  final  success.  She 
would  take  care  that  these  young  people  were 
kept  apart.  The  great  difficulty  would  be  to  find 
an  excuse  for  shelving  Frank  Beauclerc,  should 
he  present  himself  to  her.  But  she  trusted  to  a 
general  recognition  of  the  inconstancy  of  cavalry 
officers,  without  analysing  the  character  of  Frank 
himself.  Madame  had  some  experience  of  such 
matters,  and  hoped  much  from  hereditary  infir- 
mity of  purpose,  which  she  believed  must  belong 
to  Everard  Beauclerc's  son. 

In  the  mean  time,  however,  the  little  mischief 
was  brewing. 

When  Alice  Colville  and  Violet  Carloss  found 
themselves  on  St.  Hilda's  Blount,  they  drove 
gently  on  to  the  highest  point  of  view,  and  from 
there,  naturally  enough,  and  without  premedita- 
tion, towards  the  lake. 
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"Wliere  are  you  going  now,  Griffin?"  said 
Violet,  as  tlie  carriage  or  waggon  gave  a  convul- 
sive start,  the  effect  of  a  deeper  rut  than  usual, 
which  had  been  made  by  a  timber- carriage. 

"  I  am  going  to  look  at  the  water ;  surely,  you 
would  like  to  go  and  look  at  it  too." 

"  Xo  :  I  have  been  here — but  not  to-day,  Alice. 
I  don't  like  to  think  of  it  now.  When  I've  seen 
Frank  once  more,  I  shall  get  him  to  take  me.  I 
suppose  he  will  look  very  pale  after  his  accident. 
I  wish  we  had  never  left  Brighton ;  at  least,  while 
he  was  so  ill." 

"  Why  ?  You  don't  mean  to  say  you  ever  had 
any  misgivings?" 

"  jMisgivings  !  What  are  you  thinking  of  ? — 
misgivings  about  Frank  I — no,  you  dear  old  thing 
you ;  but  I  should  so  like  to  have  seen  him,  Alice  : 
just  once  after  his  fall.  You  know  we  left  almost 
before  we  knew  he  was  out  of  danger.  That  was 
hard,  wasn't  it  ? — and  I  could  not  go  to  Aunt 
Rosenfels,  you  know :  and  I  didn't  like  to  tell 
you  :  besides,  you  couldn't  have  helped  it.    When 

VOL.  II.  H 
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do  you  think  he'll  come  up  to  see  us :  to-morrow, 
or  perhaps  this  afternoon  ? " 

Here  the  Griffin  pulled  up  Neddy  "  quite  short," 
as  the  coachmen  and  grammarians  say.  "Now,  then, 
Vi,  out  with  you  at  once ;  he's  going  to  kick." 
Violet  sat  quite  still,  however.  "  Come,  quick,  get 
out  behind.  I  always  know  when  Neddy  is  going 
to  begin ;  and  I  wouldn't  have  your  death  on  my 
shoulders  just  now  for  anything.  There,  that's 
right ;  now  you're  out,  are  you  ?  You'll  find  me 
at  the  ruins,  if  we  don't  come  to  grief  on  the  road. 
I  shall  go  and  sketch  there.  Come  up,  sir."  With 
which  she  gave  the  inoffensive  little  animal  a  most 
masculine  refresher,  and  started  for  the  ruins  at  a 
hand-gallop,  leaving  her  friend  staring  after  her  in 
hopeless  mystification. 

Violet  had  just  made  up  her  mind  that  the 
donkey  had  no  more  kick  in  him  than  the  leg  of  a 
piano,  and  that  the  Griffin's  eccentricity  was  fast 
verging  upon  insanity,  when  there  emerged  from  a 
ride,  not  twenty  yards  in  front  of  her,  a  figiu'e  on 
horseback,  which  she  thought  she  knew.     Seeing 
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her,  it  stopped  short  for  an  instant,  and  then  came 
towards  her. 

"  Violet— dear  Violet." 

"  Frank — at  last  !  "  And  Frank  Beanclerc 
dropped  from  his  horse  and  stood  by  her  side. 

He  was  paler,  and  not  quite  so  strong  as  usual : 
but  in  other  respects  the  same.  He  had  a  thou- 
sand things  to  tell  her:  about  his  father,  who 
wished  to  know  more  of  her,  but  appeared  never 
to  have  time  for  anything:  about  his  prospects 
and  affairs :  about  their  intended  return  to  Beau- 
vale,  the  old  family  seat ;  and,  above  all,  about  his 
illness,  which  had  brought  him  nigh  to  death's 
door. 

"  And  could  not  you  write  one  line  ?  "  asked 
Violet,  looking  at  him. 

"Not  one — for  weeks:  and  wheii  I  could  I 
hoped  every  day  to  come  myself.  I  wrote  to  Col- 
ville :  and  here  I  am.  You  know,  when  I  was  able 
to  talk  or  thhik,  my  father  claimed  a  great  part  of 
my  time.  It  was  a  terrible  time  for  the  Colonel : 
he  seems  to  have  taken  quite  a  fancy  to  me." 
h2 
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"  I  hope  lie  will  to  me,  Frank."  And  it  would 
have  been  difficult  not  to  do  so. 

"  You'll  be  the  first  pretty  woman  to  whom  he 
has  not  paid  that  indefinite  mark  of  attention  since 
I  have  had  the  pleasure  of  his  acquaintance.  And 
Madame  Rosenfels,  Violet — how  is  she?" 

"Madame  is  much  as  usual."  And  the  tone 
implied  more  than  the  words. 

"  That  was  an  unlucky  tumble.  I  lost  the 
opportunity  of  paying  my  court  to  her.  I  must 
begin  to-morrow."  And  then,  as  all  lovers  do, 
when  they  have  nothing  and  nobody  to  inten-upt 
them,  they  began  to  talk  upon  indifferent  subjects. 
Those  subjects,  however,  must  have  been  interest- 
ing to  Violet,  at  least ;  for,  until  Frank  asked  her 
how  she  came  there,  she  had  forgotten  the  kicking 
donkey,  and  the  sketcher  among  the  ruins  of  the 
old  abbey,  and  everything  but  the  living  image 
that  stood  before  her. 

The  Griffin  had  driven  away,  and  begun  to 
sketch ;  but,  after  a  while,  she  sat  down  quietly, 
and  gave  it  up.     She  was  thinking  too :  and  a  tear 
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ran  slowly  down  the  cheek  of  the  girl,  that  no  one 
credited  with  feeling,  save  for  her  father,  and 
mother,  and  brothers,  and  sisters,  and  all  the  world 
besides.  How  could  a  girl  in  spectacles,  who 
played  the  drum  and  sang  comic  songs,  ever  have 
been  in  love  ?  Love  and  a  tandem-cart,  with  rope 
harness  too,  preposterous  ! 

^'  So  here  you  are  at  last,"  said  she,  coming  up 
to  them,  as  they  sat  side  by  side  gazing  over  the 
landscape  and  on  to  that  mysterious  water.  "  I 
suppose  you  had  forgotten  my  very  existence  ? " 

Frank  held  his  tongue ;  but  Violet  said  : 

"  We  were  just  coming,  dear."  Women  have  no 
false  shame. 

"Which  of  you?  It  looks  exceedingly  like  it. 
Frank,  you  had  better  catch  my  father's  pony,  who 
seems  to  have  got  his  leg  over  the  reins.  And  you 
had  better  get  up  into  the  waggon  again,  Yi.  I 
don't  think  Neddy  will  kick  any  more." 

Both  the  girls  laughed.  "  He  looks  quite  as 
vicious,  though,  as  usual."  And  then  they  started 
for  their  home. 
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Frank  tlirew  tlie  reins  on  liis  pony's  neck,  and 
left  St.  Hilda's  by  a  shorter  route.  The  mischief 
^Madame  Rosenfels  so  much  feared  had  been  done. 
Violet  and  Frank  were  affianced :  and  it  would  re- 
quire something  stronger  even  than  a  woman's  will 
to  break  the  troth  of  either. 
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CHAPTER  YI. 

FATHER     AND     SON. 

And  share 
The  inward  fragrance  of  each  other's  heart. — Keats. 

The  loves  of  otlier  people  are  proverbially  un- 
interesting. Murders,  gliosts,  duels,  fires,  and 
table-turning  are  bad  in  novels;  but  even  tliey 
have  a  freshness  beyond  conventional  love-maldng. 
There  is  much  of  it  in  this  world,  but  then,  whether 
from  a  consciousness  of  its  vulgarity,  or  to  spare 
the  feelings  of  the  non-participators,  it  is  kept  out 
of  sight.  To  be  true  to  oneself,  and  to  produce  a 
novel  which  shall  really  represent  the  manners  of 
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the  age  of  which  it  professes  to  treat,  a  modern 
story  should  endeavour  to  steer  clear  of  sentiment, 
as  far  as  may  be  with  justice  to  the  characters. 
No  greater  mistake  can  be  made  than  that  of 
putting  a  hero  or  heroine  in  a  ridiculous  position. 
Anything  but  ridicule.  You  may  make  them 
wicked  enough,  without  perhaps  trespassing  upon 
improbability;  but  do  not  put  them  in  ludicrous 
positions.  Now  a  strong  passion  makes  a  man 
ridiculous,  if  he  exhibit  it  before  more  than  one 
person.  Yet  your  hero  ought  to  feel.  It  does 
a  man  and  woman  good  to  love :  it  gives  tender- 
ness to  the  one,  and  strength  of  character  to  the 
other.  No  man  in  love  is  utterly  depraved ;  and 
it  keeps  the  vacillating  in  good  order.  How  many 
harum-scarum  young  gentlemen  have  been  saved 
from  ruin  by  a  platonic  affection.  Thousands  I 
venture  to  say.  And  yet  it  is  a  thing  to  laugh  at. 
"  Les  amants  pour  rire."  I  will  tell  you  why.  To 
the  man  who  does  not  feel  the  passion,  the  strength 
of  it  seems  so  utterly  disproportioned  to  its  object. 
To  win  a  woman  ?     Distraction,  dyspepsia,  sitting 
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up  o'  nights,  lieated  rooms,  a  change  of  habits, 
subserviency  of  every  sort,  loss  of  friends,  ridicule 
of  enemies,  sleeplessness,  jealousy,  torture,  mean- 
ness, stratagem,  and  bloodshed.  Weill  never 
mind :  a  good  woman  is  worth  winning  at  almost 
any  price.  She  is  a  cro^^-n  to  her  husband  which 
has  neither  weight  nor  thorn,  and  which  he  never 
need  be  ashamed  to  wear. 

But  it  cannot  be  denied  that  passion  exhibits 
the  weak  side  of  human  natm-e.  A  man  under  its 
influence  is  scarcely  himself :  it  suits  a  woman 
better,  for  her  weaknesses  are  sometimes  her  beau- 
ties, her  infirmity  her  strength. 

To  write  a  novel  without  a  lover,  to  expect 
success  for  a  hero  or  heroine  apart  from  mutual 
affection,  is  to  act  Othello  without  the  Moor.  Who 
dares  impugn  a  conventionality?  'Wlio  would  fight 
with  a  prejudice  ?  Not  I,  for  one.  An  advocate 
must  wear  a  wig :  a  parson  a  white  neckcloth  :  a 
cook  a  white  nightcap  :  an  actor  must  stutter  and 
stammer  and  pull  faces,  and  move  and  walk  ac- 
cording to  long-received  opinion,  instead  of  like 


106    THE  BEAUCLERCS,  FATHER  AND  SOX. 

the  gentlemen  or  ladies  lie  or  she  professes  to  re- 
present. Well,  then !  why  should  an  author  claim 
to  be  exempt  from  the  universal  laws  of  conven- 
tionality'? If  the  world  should  covenant  to  abjure 
all  feeling,  a  novel  must  still  have  a  lover  in  it, 
and  had  better  end  with  a  marriao;e  than  with  a 
murder. 

And  shall  I  be  the  first  to  break  through  the 
rule  ?  Certainly  not.  Who  am  I,  to  throw  cold 
water  upon  expectation  :  or  damp  the  ardour  of  a 
Frank  and  Violet?  Let  them  love,  heartily, 
wisely,  well :  but  we  will  not  liave  it  paraded. 
They  made  love  after  that  happy  afternoon,  as 
occasion  offered,  and  sometimes,  like  your  truly 
great  minds,  they  made  the  occasions  themselves. 
But  it  was  something  like  the  love  that  you  and  I 
have  made  in  bygone  days.  It  was  not  proclaimed 
upon  the  house-top  :  and  will  be  better  appreciated 
if  I  say  not  too  much  about  it. 

Madame  Eosenfels's  hostility  was  rather  of  the 
negative  kind.  She  was  courteous  enough ;  but 
she  opposed  the  usual  barriers  to  an  early  marriage 
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for  her  protegee.  When  the  day  for  Colonel  Beau- 
clerc's  visit  to  Lymmersfield  amved,  she  was 
obliged  to  be  in  town,  where  business  of  im- 
portance occupied  her  for  some  days.  The  Colonel 
submitted  to  his  loss ;  wrote  her  some  Idnd  letters 
on  the  subject;  and  declared  himself  enchanted,  as 
indeed  he  was,  with  Violet  Carloss  :  the  daughter, 
as  he  said,  of  a  o;entleman  of  hio;li  estimation  in 
the  Presidency,  but  whom  he  had  never  been  so 
fortunate  as  to  meet.  There  was  nothing  Frank 
wanted  which  his  father  did  not  propose  to  give 
him;  why  not  the  Avife  whom  he  so  desired  above 
all  things  ? 

The  Ragged  Staff  at  Lymmersfield  was  beau- 
tifully situated.  It  looked  on  to  the  village  green 
where  it  was  the  fashion  (and  is  still,  unless  the 
Building  Associations  have  bought  up  the  village 
green  and  converted  it  into  a  Paradise-row)  for 
the  boys  and  young  men  to  play  at  cricket  in  the 
summer  evening  ;  on  the  left  of  which  green  rose 
the  parish  church,  the  parsonage,  and  the  village 
school.     At  an  open  window,  over  a  bottle  of  very 
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fair  claret,  wliicli  ISLr.  Boniface  had  drawn  from 
the  inmost  recesses  of  his  cellar  (for  even  his  pro- 
verbial surliness  had  been  overcome  by  the  good- 
natured  Colonel),  sat  the  father  and  son.  The 
spring  has  advanced  since  the  visit  to  St.  Hilda's 
Mount,  and  Frank  has  been  backwards  and  for- 
wards between  Lymmersfield  and  London  many 
times  since  that  eventful  day. 

"  My  boy,  you  must  sell  out.  I  can't  get  on 
without  you ;  and  you  can't  have  leave  for  ever." 
The  Colonel  filled  his  glass  as  he  enunciated  a 
truth. 

"  No,  sir :  certainly  not.  But  I  should  be  a 
very  bad  hand  at  passing  a  life  without  responsi- 
bihty."  Frank  was  disposed  to  fence  with  the 
question. 

"  You'll  have  plenty  of  responsibility  at  Beau- 
vale.  You  must  come  and  help  me  to  manage 
the  property;"  the  Colonel  laughed,  as  if  highly 
tickled  at  the  idea.  "  It  wants  plenty  of  looking 
after." 

"  Bcauvale  !  are  we  going  to  live  there  ?  " 
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"  Yes  :  I  have  persuaded  the  tenants  of  my  good 
old  uncle  to  turn  out." 

"  I  fancied  they  Avere  rather  difficult  of  persua- 
sion," said  Frank. 

"  Not  if  you  set  the  right  way  about  it.  Of 
course  I  paid  them  pretty  liberally  for  the  conces- 
sion ;  and  I  got  it  done  in  such  a  manner  as  not  to 
hurt  the  feelings  of  the  family.  The  old  gentle- 
man was  said  to  be  testy.  I  didn't  find  him  so. 
I  remember  old  General  Beauclerc  was  always 
quarrelling  with  him." 

"  It's  said  to  have  been  a  way  of  his.  I  heard 
he  was  not  very  fond  of  you,  sir." 

"  That's  a  mistake,  Frank.  We  had  a  little 
misunderstanding  once,  a  great  many  years  before 
his  death,  but  I  don't  think  we  were  the  worse 
friends  for  it.  It  was  about  a  horse."  The 
Colonel  looked  at  his  claret,  and  Frank,  not  dis- 
posed to  baulk  his  father  of  telling  a  story,  asked 
him  what  it  was. 

"  I  wanted  a  hunter,  and  so  did  he.  We  went 
to  Snaffle's :  and  as  he  was  a  remarkably  good 
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judge,  I  kept  my  eye  as  much  upon  liim  as  on  the 
horses.  At  hist  I  took  Snaffle  on  one  side,  and 
concluded  a  deal  at  a  certain  price.  My  uncle 
was  on  the  horse  at  the  time,  and  when  he  came 
back  and  offered  a  price  for  him,  he  found  that  I 
had  already  bought  him." 

Frank  laughed,  and  said,  "Well,  sir,  it  was 
rather  sharp  practice." 

"  So  it  was,  my  boy ;  but  I  did  it  more  for  fun 
than  anything  else.  However,  he  had  his  revenge, 
with  some  practice  which  was  a  great  deal  sharper 
than  mine." 

"  Go  on,  sir ;  I'm  rather  interested  in  knowing, 
as  you  and  I  may  profit  by  the  example." 

"  No,  Frank.  I  don't  think  he  and  I  were  at  all 
like  you  and  me."  And  here  Colonel  Beauclerc 
put  his  hand  on  Frank's  shoulder,  and  gave  him  a 
very  hearty  and  affectionate  gripe.  "  I'll  tell  you 
what  the  old  gentleman  did,  though.  He  persuaded 
me  that  the  horse  went  a  little  lame ;  in  fact,  that 
his  hocks  were  suspicious :  so  with  extraordinary 
good  nature  he  got  Snaffle  to  take  him  back,  at  a 
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loss  of  ten  pounds  to  me,  and  then  he  went  and 
bought  the  horse  for  himself  about  three  days 
after^yards,  at  ten  pounds  less  than  I  had  originally- 
given  for  him.  He  was  a  terrible  old  screw,  and 
Snaffle  did  not  like  to  offend  a  customer.  As  I 
was  2;oino;  to  India,  he  did  not  so  much  care  about 
me."  Here  Colonel  Beauclerc  poured  out  another 
glass  of  Boniface's  claret,  and  added :  "  You  have 
seen  Beauvale,  Frank:  it's  a  charming  place." 

''  Once  or  twice  only.  I  crossed  it  with  hounds, 
the  season  before  last." 

^*  And  what  did  you  think  of  it  ?  It  will  do,  aye 
my  boy.  You  and  I  ought  to  have  some  happy 
da}' 3  there.  I've  waited  for  mine;  yours  come 
early,  thank  God."  Tlie  Colonel  looked  almost 
young  enough  to  be  Frank's  brother,  and  as  cheer- 
ful as  if  he  never  had  had  a  care  in  his  life. 

"We  went  a  little  too  fast  over  it  for  me  to 
admire  the  estate,  although  I  knew  the  property. 
Carmichael  told  me  where  we  were,  when  the  fox 
first  broke.  One  thing  I  do  recollect,  my  dear 
father,  and  the  sooner  we  rectify  it  the  better." 
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"What's  that?" 

"  That  of  all  the  diabolical  fences  for  the  de- 
struction of  man  and  horse,  your  property  contams 
some  of  the  worst." 

"  Very  bad,  arc  they  ? "  His  father  seemed 
quite  delighted. 

"  Awful,  sir,  positively  awful.  They  are  all 
straggling,  hairy  places,  with  most  blind  and  un- 
compromising ditches.  I  should  think  your  tenants 
have  not  done  much  in  the  way  of  hedging  and 
ditching  for  these  twenty  years." 

"  By  Jove,  Frank !  what  a  steeple-chase  we  shall 
be  able  to  have  over  it,  before  we  begin  our  im- 
provements, next  year.  I  heard  something  about 
a  difficulty  as  to  the  mastership  of  the  hounds 
before  I  came  home." 

"  Difficulty.  There  are  plenty  of  these  all  over 
the  estate  :  to  say  nothing  of  the  Mudiford  Brook. 
Only  three  of  us  got  over.  However,  I  believe 
this  is  a  case  of  money.  They  want  funds,  and  a 
master  to  find  them.  They  have  had  old  Sir 
Kenelm  Closeley  living  upon  the  hounds  for  the 
last  four  seasons,  and  they're  tired  of  it." 
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"  Why  doesn't  Aslidale  take  tliem?  " 

"  Because  he  can't  afford  it." 

"  Oh,  I'll  find  money :  and  let's  offer  the  comitiy 
to  Ashdale.  He's  such  a  good  fellow,  and  I  should 
like  to  do  him  a  good  turn.  I  owe  him  one  for  his 
kindness  to  you." 

"  I  dare  say  the  county  would  be  glad  to  have 
him,  if  he'll  accept  it.  If  not,  you  must  do  it 
youi'self." 

"  Nothing  I  should  like  so  much,  and  then  you'll 
come  and  whip  in  to  me."  In  this  charming  con- 
ceit the  Colonel  seemed  to  have  hit  upon  the  very 
thing  to  make  life  pass  agreeably. 

"]\Iy  dear  father,  your  pictui'e  of  country  life 
and  its  responsibilities  is  pleasant  enough.  You'll 
marry  again,  and  I  hope  you'll  be  happy." 
Colonel  Beauclerc  sat  aghast.  Such  a  conclu- 
sion to  his  career  seemed  never  to  have  struck  him 
before.  "You  won't  be  able  to  help  yourself. 
If  yon  get  safely  through  the  London  season,  you 
are  quite  sure  to  be  bagged  in  the  country.  A 
bachelor  M.  F.  H.  is  as  fair  game  as  a  fox,  and 
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quite  as  likely  to  be  run  into."  Frank  thought  it 
time  to  light  a  cigar.  The  evening  was  closing  in, 
and  the  Colonel  was  nothing  loth  to  participate  in 
the  enjoyment. 

"Marry,  Frank.  By  Jove!  that's  an  idea  that 
never  presented  itself  to  my  mind."  Indeed,  the 
Colonel's  rather  erratic  life  in  Indian  society  had 
someAvhat  unsettled  his  notions  of  settling.  "  No, 
no,  I've  something  better  to  propose  than  that,  and 
you  must  do  what  I  want,  my  dear  fellow :  I'm 
commanding  officer.  You  must  marry,  and  you 
and  your  wife  shall  come  and  live  at  Beauvale. 
What  a  house  we  will  make  it,  Frank  !  If  Ashdale 
won't  have  the  hounds,  I  will ;  and  you  and  Violet 
shall  take  care  of  the  company." 

Now  Frank  Beauclerc  loved  his  father  dearly, 
just  as  the  rest  of  the  world  did,  only  much  more. 
But  he  knew  his  father  well,  and,  while  he  gave 
liim  his  fullest  confidence,  strange  to  say  he  never 
asked  his  advice. 

"  I  and  Violet.  Ah,  my  dear,  dear  father,  in- 
deed we  should  be  happy.    And  when  is  it  to  be  ?" 
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"  As  soon  as  ever  you  like,  Frank,  and  don't  be 
afraid  of  taxing  me  too  heavily,  my  boy.  If  I 
can't  make  you  happy  with  my  fortune,  it  ^Yill  be 
of  very  little  use  to  me.     Give  me  a  light." 

"  And  what  is  to  be  done  about  Madame  Eosen- 
f els  ?  Can  you  manage  that  lady  ?  for,  for  some 
reason  or  other,  she  does  not  seem  to  be  much 
flattered  by  my  attentions  to  Violet." 

"  At  the  name  of  Madame,  the  Colonel's  pale 
face  assumed  a  heightened  colom\  After  a  mo- 
ment's apparent  reflection,  he  said :  "  A  little 
jealous,  perhaps,  Frank.  She's  still  handsome, 
I'm  told,  for  I  have  never  managed  to  see  her, 
though  she  helped  to  nurse  me  through  an  illness 
a  great  many  years  ago.  She  was  very  handsome 
then."  Here  the  Colonel  puffed  rather  heartily  at 
his  cigar,  and  was  silent  for  some  minutes.  Pre- 
sently he  rejoined :  "  I  suppose  you  have  made  up 
your  mind  ?  " 

"  I  have,  sir." 

"And  Violet  Carloss  has  done  the  same?" 
i2 
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"  So  that  no  power  on  earth,  I  believe,  would 
shake  it." 

"  We  all  believe  those  sort  of  things,  my  dear 
boy,  at  four-and-twenty." 

^'  I'm  not  given  to  confidence  on  light  grounds, 
my  dear  father,  but  I  would  wager  my  life  on 
Violet's  honesty  and  determination."  He  had 
good  cause  for  his  reliance.  It  was  a  bet,  that  was 
quite  good  without  hedging. 

"  Then  tell  me,  Frank,  what  is  it  about  Liadame 
Kosenf  els  ?  " 

"I  wish  I  could.  I  shall  be  able  to  do  so 
shortly :  for  after  your  liberality,  and  the  settle- 
ments you  have  proposed  to  make,  I  shall  insist 
upon  a  permission ;  and  if  we  can't  have  that,  I 
shall  marry  without  it."  Frank  washed  down  a 
puff  of  smoke  with  the  last  bumper  of  claret :  and 
took  up  his  hat.  "  Come  for  a  stroll,  sir  ?  "  And 
they  sauntered  down  the  village,  by  the  light  of  a 
rising  moon,  towards  the  cottage. 

"The  most  extraordinary  thing  is,  that  she's 
taken   to   such   a   gipsy-like   life.      She's   always 
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wandering  about.  Heaven  only  knows  where  she  is 
now.  TTlien  I'm  on  leave,  she's  always  at  Brighton; 
and  when  Im  on  duty,  she's  always  somewhere 
else." 

"  Before  you  marry,  you  must  leave  the  army, 
Frank.  A  married  officer  is  a  bore  to  himself  and 
to  everybody  in  the  regiment.  Besides,  in  your 
case  you'll  have  plenty  to  do  without  regimental 
duty.  Xow,  good  night,  my  boy.  We'll  tackle 
Madame  between  us  :  and  when  she  hears  of  the 
settlements,  she  won't  stand  in  the  way  of  Violet's 
happiness,  I'm  sm^e." 

Sa}dng  which.  Colonel  Beauclerc  went  back  to 
the  Ragged  Staff,  and  Frank  pursued  his  way  to 
Colville's,  where  he  always  had  a  bed  at  his  seiwice. 

The  Colonel  Hked  his  valet  and  certain  luxuries 
which  Colville  could  not  afford  him.  Frank  liked 
Colville  and  his  wife,  and  would  have  slept  on  a 
table  and  dined  on  the  legs  of  it,  rather  than  have 
offended  against  the  severity  of  their  hospitality. 

"  Is  that  a  letter  from  Violet,  my  dear  ?  "  said 
Harrv   Colville   to   his    ^^^fe    some    weeks    later 
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than  that  in  which  the  above  conversation   took 
place. 

"Yes,  it  is,  Harry.  She  writes  from  Scar- 
borough." 

"  Scarborough !  What  in  the  world  is  she  gone 
there  for  at  this  season  of  the  year  ?  " 

"  To  get  out  of  the  way  of  Frank  Beauclerc,  I 
presume.  However,  I  don't  think  distance  will 
make  much  difference  to  Frank,  if  I  know  any- 
thing of  him,"  replied  his  wife. 

"  I  suppose  there's  no  truth  in  anything  about 
Lady  Evelyn  Ashdale?" 

"  I  suppose  you  know  your  own  sex  better  than 
I  do,  but  in  this  individual  instance  I  should  say 
you  were  entirely  wrong.  Where  did  you  hear 
it?" 

"  At  dinner  at  the  Tattler's." 

"  So  I  should  think.  When  he's  bored  every- 
body to  death  about  horses  and  dogs,  he  generally 
falls  back  upon  some  tittle-tattle  about  persons  of 
whom  he  knows  nothing  but  the  name.  She's  as 
bad." 


FATHER  AND  SON.  119 

^Irs.  Colville's  satire  was  severe,  but  undoubtedly 
correct.  Lymmersfield  was  a  difficult  place  to 
dine  in  without  your  neighbours  knowing  what 
you  had  for  dinner.  Tlie  Tattlers,  and  their 
friends  especially,  affected  countiy  gossip.  A 
captain  or  a  colonel  of  good  name,  or  well-assured 
reputation  for  fashion  or  wealth,  was  sure  to  receive 
every  attention  at  their  hands.  A  titled  lady  or 
gentleman  was  pronounced  upon  without  reserve. 
So  they  had  fianceed  Frank  and  Lady  Evelyn, 
which  answered  a  double  purpose.  It  knocked 
down  Frank  Beauclerc  and  the  Colvilles,  whom 
they  disliked,  only  because  the  Ashdale  carriage 
was  frequently  seen  at  their  gate,  and  came  no 
farther,  and  it  gave  them  an  appearance  of  inti- 
macy with  affairs  whose  locality  was  considerably 
Avest  of  Whitechapel. 

There  was,  however,  some  foundation,  but  a 
very  slippery  one,  for  this  report,  which  had  been 
started  by  the  Tattlers,  and  promulgated  by  the  rest 
of  the  village  with  quite  a  religious  fervour.  It 
was  no  more  than  this  : 
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First  of  all,  Frank  liked  his  second  cousin  very 
mucli,  and  when  at  the  Priory  occasionally  went  out 
for  a  ride  with  her.  Besides  this,  he  was  known  to 
have  written  an  acrostic  on  her  name.  It  was  a  very 
bad  one  to  be  sure,  but  it  was  an  acrostic.  Secondly, 
she  was  very  pretty,  and  ought  to  have  married 
money.  Thirdly,  and  this  is  a  strong  point  in  the 
case,  Madame  Rosenfels  had  never  openly  sanc- 
tioned the  Carloss  and  Beauclerc  alliance.  She 
smothered  it  on  every  occasion,  and  would  not  listen 
to  any  congratulations.  Fourthly,  it  is  just  true, 
that  the  Colonel,  before  he  knew  how  steadfastly 
set  upon  Violet  Carloss  his  boy  was,  had  mentioned 
most  confidentially  his  hope  that  Frank  might  make 
some  such  brilliant  alliance.  There  has  never  yet, 
to  my  knowledge,  been  a  lie  in  Lymmersfield  so 
well  endorsed  as  this  :  and,  of  course,  it  was  paid 
away  like  money  at  sight.  The  only  result  with 
which  we  have  to  do  was  this,  that  Harry  Colville 
was  handsomely  sat  upon  for  listening  to  such  non- 
sense. Mrs.  Colville  knew  her  protegt  better :  and 
insisted  upon  supporting  his  constancy. 


FATHER  AXD  SOX.  121 

*' Hallo!  Beauclerc,  where  are  you  going?" 
The  voice  proceeded  from  a  young  Guardsman, 
whose  head  and  body  was  propped  against  the 
lamp-post  opposite  the  Guards'  Club,  on  a  warm 
evenmg  about  seven  p.m.,  in  the  month  of  August: 
nobody  being  in  town. 

^^To  dinner,  as  soon  as  I  am  dressed,  at  Ladv 
Bridgnorth's." 

^'I  don't  mean  that,"  rejoined  Mr.  Caradoc, 
lieutenant  and  captain  ;  "  I  mean  for  the  grous- 
ing." 

"To  Scotland,  about  the  twelfth." 

"  Then  I  vote  we  go  together.  That  fellow, 
Coldharbom',  has  thrown  me  over :  he's  not  to  be 
handicapped  with  a  gentleman.  No  weight  would 
brino;  them  toc^ether." 

"  But  I'm  going  to  Beauvale  first,  and  then  to 
Scarborough." 

"Scarborough,  where  the  deuce  is  that?  It 
must  be  miles  out  of  the  way ;  it's  in  Sussex  some- 
where, isn't  it  ?"  Caradoc  had  been  gazetted  some 
years. 
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"  Not  exactly."  Frank  retained  some  recollec- 
tions of  his  scliool-days ;  but  had  corrected  his 
geographical  notions,  which  never  then  extended 
beyond  the  iEgean  Sea  or  Asia  [Minor.  Every 
place  was  in  one  or  the  other. 

"  And  what  are  you  going  to  do  at  the  go- 
vernor's ?     Money  ?  " 

"  Not  entirely  that.  There's  a  meeting  about 
the  hounds,  the  day  after  to-morrow.  We  want 
Ashdale  to  take  them,  and  if  he  won't  the  go- 
vernor must." 

"  They  tell  me  he's  an  awful  good  fellow — a 
regular  trump,"  said  the  Guardsman. 

"  Well,  of  course  I  think  so,"  said  Frank,  rather 
staggered  at  this  pertinent  remark  about  his  own 
father ;  which  was  more  complimentary  than  de- 
licate. 

"  Ah,  all  governors  ain't,  though,  I  can  tell 
you.     Do  a  bit  of  stiff  for  one  ?  " 

"  I've  never  tried  him,"  replied  Frank,  again, 
still  more  staggered,  and  possibly  showing  his  as- 
tonishment in  his  countenance. 
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"  Oil !  it's  not  so  uncommon  as  you  think  for. 
Mind  jou,  I  don't  say  mine  would.  I  sliouldn't 
like  to  have  much  of  his  paper  out,  either.  That 
awful  Hotel  Company  has  half  ruined  him.  There's 
been  another  call  to-day ;  but,  I  believe,  old 
Hardup  and  his  son  live  upon  it,  dashed  if  I  don't. 
I  know  he  gave  a  bill  for  that  leader  in  his  team, 
with  the  old  fellow's  name  at  the  back,  and  his 
mother  had  a  pair  of  new  carriage-horses  the  next 
clay." 

After  a  little  more  conversation  of  this  animated 
description,  Caradoc  sauntered  towards  the  Ar- 
lington, and  Frank  went  to  dress  for  Lady  Bridg- 
north's dinner. 

The  next  day  he  went  down  to  Beauvale. 

"  Frank,  I'm  glad  you're  come,"  said  his  father, 
meeting  him  at  the  door. 

"  So  am  I,  if  it  gives  you  pleasure,  sir ;  but 
I'm  afraid  my  visit  won't  be  a  long  one;"  and 
Frank  gave  his  hat  to  a  servant  and  sauntered  into 
the  inner  hall. 

"  Of  course  not,  my  boy ;    you're  off  for  the 
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moors ;  but  I  wanted  you  here  about  the  hounds. 
I  should  like  to  have  them ;  there's  nothing  I  enjoy 
so  much ;  but,  as  I  said  before,  I  think  we  ought 
to  give  Ashdale  the  refusal  of  them  ;  he's  been  in 
the  county  so  long,  and ^" 

"  I  think  Fred  would  rather  ride  over  yours 
than  his  own,  sir;  besides,  he's  no  place  near 
enough  to  the  kennels.  He  lives  quite  the  other 
side  of  the  country,"  rejoined  Frank  Beauclerc. 

"  At  all  events,  we  had  better  give  him  the 
refusal,"  said  the  father. 

"  Undoubtedly,"  said  the  son.  "  When's  the 
meeting  ?  " 

"  To-morrow." 

"  I  see  you've  a  fire  already.  Do  you  feel  the 
change  of  climate?" 

"  Not  particularly,  but  it  looks  cheerful."  The 
Colonel  never  even  dared  to  look  uncomfortable. 
After  all,  he  was  right. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

A  BREEZE  BY  THE  SEASIDE. 

Consumptis  precibus  "v-iolentam  transit  in  iram. 

Ovid.    Met. 

!Madame  Eosentels  and  Violet  were  at  Scar- 
borough ;  the  former  enjoying  the  wholesome 
breezes  of  the  Yorkshire  coast,  and  rejoicing  in  the 
success  of  her  manoeuvres ;  the  latter  heartily 
tired  of  seaside  gaieties,  and  deshing  her  old  home 
and  her  old  friends. 

The  under-current  of  opposition,  negative  oppo- 
sition, to  Violet's  avowed  attachment  to  Frank 
Beauclerc  had  produced  an  extraordinary  change 
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in  lier  character.  I  ought  to  say,  apparent  cliange  ; 
for  she  exhibited  it  to  no  one  but  ^laclame.  She 
was,  if  possible,  more  beautiful  than  ever.  But 
the  peculiarity  of  the  beauty  had  somewhat 
changed.  Whereas  she  once  took  every  one  by 
storm  with  a  gentle  violence,  did  everything  she 
pleased,  and  won  her  own  way  in  matters  indif- 
ferent ;  whereas  she  once  insisted  with  a  childish 
simplicity,  and  her  large  eyes  filled  with  astonish- 
ment at  a  contradiction ;  now  she  settled  down 
resolutely  to  contest  the  point  with  her  guardian. 
I  tell  you  that,  whereas  love  is  our  weakness,  it  is 
a  woman's  strength.  These  two  had  a  battle  to 
fight.  They  were  both  well  fitted  for  the  con- 
test. 

Madame  Rosenfels  was  possessed  of  a  good 
active  energetic  courage,  which  could  act  on  the 
offensive,  when  her  own  interests  were  concerned, 
with  wonderful  sldll.  She  was,  from  education 
and  antecedents,  not  much  fettered  by  high  prin- 
ciples, and  the  light  by  which  she  acted  had  a  near 
relationship  to  darkness. 
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Violet  Carloss  was  as  honest,  as  trutliful,  as  in- 
nocent, and  as  gentle,  as  she  was  lovely  and  affec- 
tionate. Grace  is  the  characteristic  of  nature,  as 
elegance  is  of  education.  In  Violet  Carloss  the 
former  of  these  was  conspicuous,  the  latter  could 
hardly  be  said  to  exist  at  all.  Her  opportunities 
for  its  cultivation  had  been  but  few,  and  it  is 
mainly  an  imitative  art. 

At  the  bottom  of  this  graceful,  lovable  dispo- 
sition, however,  there  was  a  quality  not  unfre- 
quently  joined  to  the  tenderest  and  softest  nature; 
a  fund  of  great  passive  determination,  of  patient 
endurance,  of  almost  settled  obstinacy,  which  ex- 
hibits itself,  in  ordinary  circumstances,  in  a  playful 
self-indulgence,  in  times  of  adversity  in  powerful 
self-control. 

Science,  energ}^,  activity,  were  all  in  favour  of 
Madame. 

Weight,  and  a  capacity  for  punishment  without 
flinching,  distinguished  her  proUgte.  Violet  might 
not  flght,  but  she  would  not  run  away. 

The  sun  was  sparkling  brightly  upon  the  waters, 
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tliat  (lanced  before  the  eyes  of  the  visitors  to  the 
Yorkshire  coast,  as  they  sat  at  breakfast. 

^'  Violet,  clear,  you  had  a  letter  this  morning.  I 
sent  it  up  to  you." 

"  Yes,  aunt ;"  and  Violet  Carloss  looked  on  her 
plate,  and  began  an  attack  upon  a  prawn.  "It 
was  from  Frank  Beauclerc." 

"  And  was  there  no  message  to  me,  dear  ?  " 

"None  whatever.  He  is  gone  to  Beauvale, 
where  his  father  is  going  to  live,  and  is  coming 
here,  so  we  shall  see  him  on  his  way  to  Scot- 
land." 

"  Coming  here  :  and  when  ?  "  said  Madame, 
swallowing  something  or  other,  it  might  be  a 
crumb  of  dry  toast ;  it  sounded  like  a  crumb  of 
ill-humour.  "  Why  should  he  come  to  Scar- 
borough ?  " 

Why  should  he,  indeed,  excepting  that  he  was 
going  to  Scotland,  and  he  chose  to  come  to  see 
Violet  on  his  way.  It  would  have  been  very  ex- 
traordinary to  her,  had  he  not  done  so.  So  thought 
Violet,  and  so  she  said. 
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"  And  when  does  Frank  Beauclerc  think  of 
coming  ?  " 

"  He  has  not  mentioned  the  day,  but  he  is 
going  to  Scotland  on  the  twelfth,  if  possible,  and 
will  come  here  as  soon  as  some  meeting  has  taken 
place  about  the  hounds,  which  he  wishes  to 
attend." 

"  But  I  hardly  think  we  shall  be  here  so  long. 
I  thought  of  going  back  to  Lymmersfield  this 
week,  my  dear,  if  there  was  nothing  to  prevent  it." 
This  was  so  new  to  Yiolet,  that  she  looked  up 
from  her  prawns  rather  limTiedly,  and  said, 

"  Go  this  week  !  oh,  that's  out  of  the  question ;" 
then  she  got  up  and  came  round  to  her  aunt,  and 
putting  on  her  old  smile,  while  her  eyes  filled  with 
tears  at  the  same  moment,  she  placed  her  hand 
upon  Madame's  shoulder  and  said,  "  No,  aunt,  that's 
impossible ;  you  would  not  do  that.  It  would  be 
unkind  to  him,  and  I  could  not  bear  it.  Come, 
aunt,  you  must  be  candid  with  me.  What  is  there 
that  you  dislike  in  our  engagement  ?  " 

"  Engagement !  "  and  Madame  Eosenf  els  looked 

VOL.  II.  K 
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as  incredulous  und  as  good-linmoured  as  if  the 
whole  were  an  acknowledged  joke ;  "  it  can 
scarcely  be  called  that,  I  hope,  Violet."  Violet 
reseated  herself.  "  An  engagement  requires  good 
faith  on  both  parts." 

Violet's  face  flushed  slightly  as  she  answered, 
"  Do  you  doubt  mine  ?  " 

"  No,  my  dear,  certainly  not ;  I  have  no  reason 
for  doing  so." 

"  And  you  have  still  less  to  doubt  his  ; "  here  a 
defiant  tear  stole  into  the  girl's  eyes.  She  could 
fight  for  her  lover  at  any  rate. 

"What  I  meant  to  say  was,  that  circumstances 
might  alter  your  position  in  that  respect.  He  has 
seen  more  of  the  world  than  you,  yet  but  little ; 
and  rumour  does  say "  here  she  paused. 

"  Does  rumour  say  anything  derogatory  to  him  ?" 

"  Not  particularly ;  yet,  you  know,  he  has  been 
coupled  with  Lady  Evehni  Ashdale  ;  and,  between 
ourselves,  there  are  appearances  which " 

"  No,  aunt,  I'll  not  believe  them.  Do  as  you 
like,  say  what  you  like,  but  none  who  knows  Frank 
Beauclerc ^" 
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"  That's  exactly  wliat  I  say.  Still  tlie  world 
will  talk ;  and  Colonel  Beauclerc  may  be  forgiven 
for  lookinor  hiaher  for  his  son." 

"  I  don't  know  Colonel  Beauclerc,  it  is  true. 
He  has  done  his  best  to  know  us — it  is  not  his 
fault  that  he  does  not." 

''  His  fault : " 

"  Yes ;  his  fault.     I  say  it  is  not  his  fault." 

"  Then,  my  dear  child,  whose  fault  is  it  ?  "  Ma- 
dame Rosenfels  put  on  an  injured  air  when  she 
asked  the  question. 

"  Yours,  Madame,  yours !  You  have  kept  him 
from  the  house.  You  have  made  excuses  for 
never  meeting  him.  You  have  gone  from  place  to 
place  to  avoid  him.  And  now  we  are  down  at 
Scarborough,  when  we  might  have  been  at  Lym- 
mersfield."  All  this  time  Madame  Eosenfels  had 
sat  mute  with  astonishment  at  the  com'ao;e  which 
she  had  never  seen  before. 

^'  Then  let  us  go  to  Lymmersfield." 

"  No,  not   now.     I  repeat,  it  is   unfair  upon 
Frank,  it  is  unkind  by  me." 
k2 
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"  But  I  tliink  that  tliere  are  circumstances 
Avliicli  make  it  necessary  that  we  shonld  return 
home.     Let  us  go  at  once." 

"  No  ;  I  cannot  go,  aunt." 

"Violet!" 

"  Until  after  Frank  Beauclerc's  proposed  visit, 
I  will  not  go." 

"  My  dear,  you  forget  yourself." 

"  Perhaps  I  do,  but  I  remember  him." 

"  Are  you  aware  that  you  are  in  my  power — 
a  power  that  I  have  never  exercised,  but  which 
you  compel  me  to  assert."  ]Madame  Rosenfels 
stood  upright  to  her  full  height,  as  if  to  give  effect 
to  her  words. 

"  Then  I  shall  appeal  to  Ui\  Colville." 

"Mr.  Colville  can  be  of  little  service  to  you 
here.  Do  you  know  that  I  can  appeal  to  the 
police  1 "     Madame  was  losing  her  temper. 

"  But  you  will  not."  Violet  threw  herself  back 
in  her  chair. 

"And  why  not?" 

"Because  you  desire  such  an  expose  quite  as 
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little  as  I  do."  Whether  this  thrust  Tvent  deeper 
than  it  was  intended  to  go,  or  whether  Ma- 
dame was  peculiarly  sensitive  upon  the  point 
on  which  it  struck,  I  cannot  say.  I  only  know 
that  she  turned  a  shade  paler,  which  was  not 
discernible  by  Violet  herself,  and  that  she  main- 
tained a  suspicious  silence  for  the  best  part  of  a 
minute. 

"  Violet ! " 

"Well,  aunt?" 

"Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  refuse  to  leave 
Scarborough  with  me  the  day  after  to-moiTow 
for  your  ovm  home  ?  " 

Violet  still  lolled  back  in  her  arm-chair,  and 
answered,  "I  do." 

"  And  that  in  spite  of  my  injunctions  or 
ad'V'ice  " — her  voice  trembled  much — "  you  insist 
upon  receiving  the  visits  of  a  man,  as  3'our 
affianced  lover,  who  is  playing  fast  and  loose  with 
you " 

"  Xo,  I  do  not  ;  but  I  deny  that  Frank  is 
capable  of  doing  so." 
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"It  is  my  duty,  as  your  second  mother" — a 
tear  trembled  in  Violet's  eyes  again,  but  not  in 
those  of  Madame — "  to  protect  you  from  yourself, 
from  yom'  idle  passion  for  one  who  may  be 
unworthy  of  you." 

"  He  is  not.     I  wish  I  were  worthy  of  him." 
"  He  cannot  keep  you.     Pie  is  wholly  dependent 
upon  his  father." 

"  There  can  be  no  better  dependence,  aunt." 
"  Have  you  any  guarantee  for  his  sincerity  ?  " 
"  His  own  word  :  which  is  all  I  require." 
"I  know  the  value  of  such  words  better  than 
you.     But  this  is  folly.     Violet,  forget  him  ;    as 
he  will,  and  does,  forget  you.     TVe  leave  this  place 
the   day    after  to-mon'ow."      Madame    Rosenfels 
turned  on  her  heel,  and  shut  the  door  after  her 
not  so  gently  as  she  was  wont  to  do. 

Violet  maintained  her  position  in  the  arm- 
chair. She  had  made  up  her  mind  to  remain 
where  she  was.  Five  minutes  later  she  put  her 
handkerchief  before  her  face,  and  the  silent  tears 
dropped  into  it.     But  her  faith  was  not  shaken 
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in  her  lover ;  and  she  determined  to  abide  his 
cominc^  and  to  endure  the  wrath  of  Madame. 

From  the  small  cheerful  room  in  which  the 
ladies  had  breakfasted  and  battled,  the  door-steps 
were  visible.  When  Violet  took  her  hand  from 
before  her  eye.-,  which  were  about  reassuming  their 
somewhat  defiant  look,  she  saw  a  tall  man  in  a 
light,  loose  sort  of  coat,  spring  up  the  steps,  and 
knock  impatiently  at  the  door.  The  servant  had 
scarcely  time  to  answer  it,  when  that  of  the  sitting- 
room  was  thrown  open,  and  Violet  was  in  the  arms 
of  Reginald  Carloss. 

That  gentleman  is  much  changed  since  we  last 
saw  him  at  Dr.  Armstrong's  at  Grammerton.  As 
Eeginald  Carloss  was  then  a  perfect  schoolboy,  so 
since  then  he  has  become  a  perfect  soldier.  Ail 
quarters  ha^/e  seen  him  and  approved  of  him.  His 
visits  to  his  sister  have  been  few  and  far  between ; 
but  his  correspondence  has  been  as  constant  and 
regular  as  the  orthography  and  grammar  of  a 
simple  cavalry  officer  could  allow.  He  is  grown 
into  a  fine,  broad-shouldered  fellow,  has  a  hand- 
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some  bronzed  complexion,  dark  eyes,  and  drooping 
moustache  :  not  so  good-looking,  nor  so  neat  as 
Frank,  Avho  might  be  the  heau  sahreur  of  tlie 
British  army;  but  always  with  a  grave,  despotic 
air  about  him,  and  an  energetic  interest  in  his 
profession,  which  contrasted  remarkably  with  the 
dolce  far  niente  of  liis  sister,  and  even  with  the 
calmer  and  more  business-like  habits  of  Frank 
Beauclerc. 

"  And  where  do  you  come  from  now,  Reginald  ?  " 
said  Violet. 

"  Immediately  from  Portbridge ;  finding  you 
were  here,  I  have  taken  it  on  my  way  to  Scotland. 
By  Jove,  Violet,  you're  grown  since  I  saw  you." 

"  Three  years  make  a  difference  in  me,  though 
they've  made  none  to  you." 

"That's  very  civil  of  you,  Vi  :  but  I  have  a 
hardish  life  of  it.  Very  short  of  money  some- 
times :  and  the  last  Derby  quite  finished  me.  I 
ought  to  be  grey-headed." 

"  But  you're  not." 

"  Not  particularly  so,  any  more  than  yourself." 
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Here  Eeffinald  Carloss  looked  at  Lis  sister  :  and 
Violet,  who  had  scarcely  recovered  her  morning's 
rebellion,  did  not  bear  the  scrutiny  as  well  as  he 
might  have  done.     "  You  look  serious." 

"Do  I?  I  am  a  little  serious  to-day."  Her 
voice  faltered,  and  her  eyes  twinkled. 

"  Something  new  for  you,  Yi.  What's  the 
matter  ?     Can't  have  your  own  way  ?  " 

She  did  not  reply  at  once ;  and  Reginald  had 
some  little  difficulty  in  getting  at  the  truth.  The 
natural  honesty  of  her  nature,  however,  precluded 
positive  deceit ;  and,  when  she  had  relieved  herself 
by  a  few  more  tears,  she  was  obliged  to  make  a 
clean  breast  of  it. 

"  But  I  thought  you  and  Madame  Rosenf els 
were  such  excellent  friends  ?  " 

"  Kot  now,  Reginald  dear." 

"  Ah  !  she's  contradicted  you ;  and  everybody 
else.  They've  spoilt  you,  my  darling  sister. 
Tell  me  all  about  it." 

Violet  Carloss,  finding  that  her  brother  was 
inclined  to  misjudge  her,  and  knowing  that,  under 
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ordinary  circumstance?,  liis  view  would  have  been 
the  correct  one,  she  tohl  him  all  about  Frank 
Beauclerc. 

"Engaged  to  Frank  Beauclerc?"  Here  the 
Captain  gave  a  prolonged  whistle.  "  And  what 
sort  of  a  fellow  is  he  ?  " 

"  You  saved  his  life,  so  you  ought  to  know — at 
least  he  told  me  so." 

"Did  he?  It's  a  long  time  ago,  and  it  was 
Peter  who  saved  us  all.  I've  not  seen  him  since, 
only  heard  of  him.  I  hope  he's  a  good  fellow, 
Vi,  for  your  sake." 

"Then  you've  no  objection  to  him?"  Violet 
had  rather  a  susjDicion  that  there  must  be  some- 
thing wrong,  and  that  she  should  have  to  combat 
opposition  universally.  She  was  quite  prepared  to 
do  it,  in  her  way. 

"  None  whatever.  I  came  to  Scarborough  last 
night,  expecting  to  meet  him  here  towards  the  end 
of  the  week,  to  go  on  to  Scotland.  It's  out  of  my 
way,  but  I  knew  you  were  here,  and  we  are  going 
to  the  same  moors.     I  heard  from  him  only  the 
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day  before  yesterday,  but  not  a  word  of  the  story 
you  have  told  me.  I  think  I  might  have  been 
consulted." 

Violet  said  nothino;.  She  was  not  much  sur- 
prised that  Frank  had  kept  the  business  entirely 
to  himself  :  he  might  or  might  not  have  written  to 
her  brother ;  but  Madame's  recognition  of  him  and 
his  proposal  probably  had  not  encouraged  him  to 
publish  his  engagement.  In  fact,  it  had  not  done  so. 

After  a  great  deal  of  conversation  on  Violet's 
prospects ;  the  good  position  of  Frank  and  his 
father,  who  were  now  about  to  settle  at  Beauvale ; 
and  the  probable  happiness  which  might  result 
from  such  an  alliance,  Madame,  of  course,  ate 
dirt.  Under  any  circumstances  that  would  have 
been  the  case.  Violet's  resolution  was  without 
compromise,  Madame's  was  tempered  with  a 
prudent  reserve,  which  was  available  for  a  change 
of  purpose.  She  was  as  crafty  as  she  was 
resolute:  and  with  Violet's  unsuspected  ally  she 
stood  on  the  defensive.  At  all  events,  there  was 
no  further  talk  of  going  for  the  present ;  and  in 
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tlie  course  of  a  few  days  Frank  Beauclerc  joined 
his  old  schoolfellow,  whom  he  had  scarcely  seen 
since  he  pulled  him  out  of  the  water  more  dead 
than  alive. 

The  two  soldiers  fraternised.  The  women  were 
delighted,  apparently,  to  receive  them.  The  Cap- 
tain had  a  claim  upon  them,  when  he  wanted  a 
little  dinner,  which  was  only  once,  to  be  sm'e ;  and 
Madame  received  his  friend  almost  as  himself. 
The  only  wonder  was  that  she  could  have  ever  shut 
her  eyes  to  the  pleasure  of  receiving  him.  But 
so  it  is.  Woman  is  inexplicable  and  variable 
ever. 

And  what  had  taken  place  at  Beauvale  in  the 
interim?  A  few  things  that  are  interesting  to 
the  reader,  and  peculiarly  so  to  the  parties 
concerned. 

It  was  exactly  what  Frank  had  described  it. 
A  place  with  some  natural  beauties,  much  neg- 
lected. It  had  been  underlet  from  time  to  time, 
for  the  sake  of  the  covers,  and  as  being  situated  in 
the  middle  of  an  excellent  hunting  country.   It  be- 
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longed  to  an  impoverished  landlord — the  late 
General  Beauclerc — who  had  lived  abroad  a  great 
deal,  and  who  eked  ont  an  inglorious  but  not 
uncomfortable  existence  by  piquet  and  ecarte. 
Funds  were  wanted  for  this,  and  he  cbew  them 
from  the  apparently  inexhaustible  source  of  a  most 
scriptural  steward.  A  day  of  reckoning  was  at 
hand :  and  he  found  his  friends  in  the  mammon  of 
unrighteousness.  He  had  paid  considerable  atten- 
tion to  his  wordly  interests.  There  was  plenty  for 
Frank  to  do :  and  the  Colonel  was  well  inclined 
to  let  him  do  it.  One  great  comfort  was  the 
possession  of  plenty  of  ready  money,  and  one  great 
di-awback  was  the  Colonel's  capacity  for  getting 
rid  of  it. 

Frank  Beauclerc  was  a  good  soldier  ;  but  he 
seemed  well  disposed  to  think  that  his  duty  to  his 
country  might  wait  upon  that  which  was  due  to 
his  father  and  himself.  I  do  not  say  that  he  was 
right :  on  the  contrary,  martinets  might  argue  that 
he  was  wrong.  I  know  some  would.  But  it  is 
difficult    to   give   in   to    such    transcendentalism. 
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Tliey  came  to  a  compromise,  wliicli,  with  Violet 
in  the  background,  was  very  honourable  to  the 
younger  man.  He  was  not  to  leave  his  regiment 
at  present,  but  to  get  a  prolongation  of  leave  for 
the  winter  months.  The  liberal  offers  of  his 
father,  who  seemed  to  have  but  two  thoughts  in 
life — his  boy's  happiness  and  the  prosperity  of  the 
county  hounds — made  all  pecuniary  objections  to 
his  marriao;e  futile.  He  could  be  married  in  the 
spring.     So  ended  the  Colonel's  ambitions. 

The  Beauclercs  of  Beauvale  had  always  been 
great  people.  The  place  was  about  twenty  miles 
from  Grammerton,  where  the  name  was  known  fa- 
vourably and  honom-ed.  It  was  soon  bruited  abroad 
that  the  General's  heir  had  returned  from  India, 
with  an  ample  fortune  to  prop  the  failing  re- 
sources of  the  house  :  and  the  county  famihes 
concerted  together  to  see  how  to  combine  respect 
to  him  and  advantage  to  themselves. 

The  London  season  was  over,  the  county  season 
about  to  commence.  The  Colonel  had  shot  tigers 
all  his  life,  so  handed  over  a  moor  which  he  had 
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rented  to  liis  son.  He  determined  upon  looking 
over  his  estate,  and  putting  his  house  in  order 
during  the  autumn.  His  boy  was  not  with  him, 
and  at  the  end  of  a  month  he  began  to  be  bored. 
A  sleepy  cob  and  a  steward's  plans  and  account- 
book  are  but  sorry  companions  to  a  man  who 
knew  nothing  of  ways  and  means  but  how  to  spend 
them. 

Lady  Snaresborough  was  a  near  neighbour : 
that  is,  within  six  miles.  "  My  dear,  we  must  call ; 
and  if  he's  anything  like  what  he  was  when  he 
was  a  boy,  we  must  have  him  over  here  at  once." 
My  Lord  called  immediately  :  and  returned, 
having  asked  him  to  dinner  straightway.  "  He's 
just  two  hundred  thousand  pounds  better  than 
when  he  was  a  boy,"  said  his  Lordship,  "  and  he's 
coming  here  on  Thui'sday." 

Lady  Snaresborough  said  nothing  till  Thursday 
about  six  o'clock,  and  then  but  little.  "  Sarah, 
my  dear,  I  think  your  hair  a  la  Pompadour  is 
most  becoming  to  you."  And  Lady  Sarah's  maid 
accomplished  a  great  triumph. 
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"  I  wonder  whether  Beauclerc  likes  archery  ?  " 
said  Sir  Rumford  Bowyer.  "  I  don't  suppose  lie 
cares  at  all  about  it,"  replied  Miss  Bowyer,  an  un- 
sophisticated young  lady  of  nineteen.  "  Why  not, 
my  dear?"  said  the  parent  bird.  "Because  I 
heard  him  say  so,  papa,  at  Lady  Snaresborough's." 

"  Still  I  think  we  ought  to  ask  him,  it  would  be 
but  civil."  And  Beauclerc  was  invited  to  make 
himself  happy  in  witnessing  a  display  of  aboriginal 
prowess.  Of  course  he  came;  he  was  incapable 
of  saying  "  no,"  even  to  the  endurance  of  mar- 
t3rrdom :  and  went  home  again,  the  most  popular 
of  men. 

"  What  age  should  you  say  he  was,  pa, 
dear?" 

"I  haven't  the  slightest  idea,"  said  Sir  Rum- 
ford.  "  He  spoke  of  his  son,  but  he  didn't  say 
where  he  was.  Most  likely  at  Eton ;  ask  Charlie 
if  he  knows  him."  Charlie  did  not,  of  course  ; 
so  they  remained  for  the  present  in  doubt. 

Greater  honours  were  intended  him.  The 
Ashdales,  who  were   his    cousins,  had  spoken  of 
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him  as  a  sportsman ;  and  formerly  one  of  tlie 
best  men  over  the  country  of  his  day.  They  had 
forgotten  to  say  how  long  ago  that  day  was. 
The  hounds  were  going  begging.  Lord  Ashdale 
was  not  rich  enough  to  take  them.  Besides,  he 
had  no  house  in  the  country.  The  only  available 
one  on  his  property  was  miles  from  the  kennels. 
We  know  the  generous  intentions  of  Colonel 
Beauclerc  towards  him,  but  he  could  not  give  hini 
his  house,  which  was  in  the  very  heart  of  the 
country.  It  was  decided  that  a  meeting  should  be 
called  at  once.  That  Colonel  Beauclerc  should  be 
specially  invited  to  attend.  If  he  would  give 
nothing  else  he  would  give  money,  but  perhaps  he 
might  be  induced  to  relieve  their  anxieties  and 
their  pockets  together. 

When  the  invitation  came,  therefore,  he  sum- 
moned Frank  to  his  aid ;  and  we  shall  see  what 
came  of  it. 
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CHAPTEE  VIII. 

THE     COUNTY     HOUNDS. 

Omne  tulit  punctum  qui  miscuit  utile  dulci. — Hob. 

The  Lion  at  Grammerton  is  a  great  house.  We 
say  this  just  as  we  should  say  that  Tom  Thumb 
was  a  great  man,  or  Martin  Tupper  a  great  poet. 
It  was  remarkable  for  nothing  but  that  it  never 
improved ;  and  everybody  had  heard  of  it.  It 
was  great  in  reputation.  The  yeomanry  always 
messed  there  :  Heaven  knows  why  :  I  don't :  unless 
to  keep  off  visitors  by  the  badness  of  the  mhiage. 
All  county  meetings  were  held  there  :  Hunt  balls, 
and  charitable  bazaars ;  Christian  Men's  Associa- 
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tionSj  and  tlie  dinner  for  the  promotion  of  the 
British  Turf.  It  was  treason  to  speak  against  old 
Waddilove,  who  was  the  President  of  the  Society 
for  the  Resuscitation  of  Defunct  Dragsmen,  or  ^Irs. 
Waddilove,  who  did  the  whole  of  the  business  of 
the  house,  and  made  the  very  best  whisky-punch 
that  was  ever  drunk  by  commercial  Bagman. 

It  had  been  a  great  house  in  the  days  when  one 
hundred  and  fifty  coaches  passed  through  Gram- 
merton,  one  hundred  and  twenty  of  which  changed 
horses  at  the  Lion.  There  is  little  glory  in  sup- 
plying hot-water  to  a  steam  engine,  but  great  was 
the  fcvdos  of  horsing  the  mail,  and  of  driving  it. 

At  the  present  moment  in  which  we  are  writing, 
the  huge  sign  is  swinging  over  its  archway,  and 
the  landlady,  Mrs.  Waddilove,  is  standing  under- 
neath the  porte  cochere  to  receive  her  expected 
guests,  the  gentlemen  of  the  House,  Avho  were 
arriving  in  divers  conveyances  from  different  direc- 
tions. They  could  not  all  come  by  the  rail,  for 
the  shire  was  not  yet  that  network  of  tram-roads, 
which  it  Avas  destined  hereafter  to  become.  So 
l2 
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there  came  first  the  Sporting  Doctor  of  that  neigh- 
bourhood, Dr.  Cartilage,  in  a  light  dog-cart :  the 
horse  was  nearly  a  thorough-hred  one,  and  carried 
as  little  harness  as  possible.  The  whole  concern, 
from  the  Doctor  himself  down  to  the  very  kicklng- 
strap,  meant  business,  and  a  quick  business  too. 
Stockfield,  of  Drayton  End,  rode  a  useful  four- 
year  old,  a  weight  carrier,  with  all  the  symptoms 
of  being  bred  in  the  county,  out  of  "  t'  auld  meare  :" 
he  had  as  many  buckles  on  his  bridle  as  would 
have  served  the  Lord  Mayor's  coach  on  the  ninth 
of  November. 

"  Well,  Doctor,  how  goes  times  with  you?" 

"  Much  as  usual,  farmer ;  when  it's  bad  for  you 
it's  good  for  us." 

"Plenty  to  do?"  said  the  old  fellow,  looking  as 
if  he  never  took  a  dose  of  physic  in  his  life. 

"  And  not  much  to  get :  you  couldn't  recom- 
mend me  a  nice  young  horse  about  five  years  old, 
pretty  sound,  could  you  ?  " 

"  You'd  like  him  to  know  something  about  his 
business,  mayhap?" 
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"  Don't  care  so  much  about  that.  I  don't  want 
to  give  too  much  money." 

"  Then  come  over  and  see  my  missus,  the  first 
thue  you  go  our  way.  I  thmk  I've  got  just  the 
thing  to  suit  you.  AVhy !  who's  this?"  At  this 
moment  a  carriage  with  a  pair  of  posters  di'ove 
into  the  yard  and  pulled  up  at  the  door  of  the  inn. 
!Mrs.  Waddilove  was  profuse  of  her  courtesy,  and 
invited  the  new  arrivals  to  alight,  whilst  a  ringing 
of  the  bells,  and  a  calling  of  waiters,  announced 
the  privilege  of  carriage  company  ? 

"  Coming,  ma'am," 

"Then  be  quick  about  it,  and  show  Colonel 
Beauclerc  to  the  long  room,"  said  the  proprietress 
of  the  Lion,  rather  tartly. 

"  Oh !  I  know  who  it  is.  It's  the  new  squire 
of  the  Beauvale  property.  That's  his  son  :  capital 
man  to  hounds.  They  say  he's  very  likely  to  take 
them  if  they're  offered  to  him."  So  said  Cartilao-e 
to  Stockfield. 

Then  followed  Lord  Ashdale  in  a  phaeton, 
driven  by  the  Captain,  to  whom  equal  honours 
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were  due  ;  and  in  another  five  minutes  Sir  Ken  elm 
Closely,  a  thin  sporting  looking  man,  on  a  canter- 
ing hack,  which  he  handed  over  to  the  ostler. 
"  Don't  put  a  cloth  on  her  till  she's  cool,  and  mind 
she  doesn't  kick  you." 

Lawyer  Hooper,  the  attorney  to  the  Hunt,  walked 
in  with  his  friend  Jacob  Handiman,  who  looked 
even  more  ecclesiastical  about  the  hat  and  neck- 
cloth than  when  I  mentioned  him  some  time  ago 
as  one  of  the  great  institutions  of  Grammerton. 
Colonel  Baldhead  Lethbridge  came  next.  Sir 
!Rumford  Bowyer  followed;  and  Lord  Snares- 
borough  was  last,  having  just  settled  a  turnpike 
trust  of  a  very  complicated  nature.  I  forgot  to 
mention  Mr.  Ellyard,  the  chief  linendraper  of  the 
town,  who  was  the  great  representative  of  the 
sporting  trade  of  Grammerton.  He  went  by  the 
name  of  Lord  Lanesborough,  from  his  partiality  to 
the  roads,  and  his  aristocratic  pretensions.  He 
was  a  man  of  substance  ;  and  Miss  Ellyard  having 
married  a  beneficed  clergyman,  considered  himself 
as  belonging  to  the  upper  crust  of  society.     He 
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lived  in  a  villa,  and  was  a  greater   man  out  of 
Grammerton,  if  possible,  than  in  it. 

The  long  room  at  the  Lion  was  very  much  like 
most  long  public  rooms.  Over  the  now  empty 
desolate-looking  fireplace  was  a  fine  old  print  of 
John  Warde,  Esq.,  on  his  favourite  hunter,  with 
three  couples  of  favourite  hounds.  At  the  other 
end  a  portrait  of  Dr.  Armstrong,  Archdeacon  of 
Grammerton,  in  the  full  panoply  of  academicals, 
with  his  favourite  edition  of  ^-Eschylus  before  him, 
and  a  pen  in  his  right  hand.  It  was  from  an  early 
picture,  by  Daughber,  whose  reputation  began 
and  ended  with  its  production.  The  original  was 
supposed  to  be  in  the  Doctor's  study  (it  was  really 
in  Mrs.  Armstrong's  lumber-room),  who  would 
prefer  to  acknowledge  native  talent  in  his  pm'se 
rather  than  his  person.  There  was  a  long  table 
in  the  long  room,  on  which  were  some  foolscap 
sheets  of  paper,  allegorical  of  the  purpose  of  the 
meeting;  and  some  goose  quills,  a  bird  to  which 
the  literaiy  world  is  much  indebted  for  more 
things  than  its  pens.     The  chairs  stood  round  the 
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room  with  a  mahogany  forbidding  aspect,  having 
seats  of  horsehair  equally  symbolical ;  with  the 
exception  of  one  fine  red-covered  fellow  at  the  top 
of  the  table,  which  looked  like  Alderman  Wood 
in  his  mayoralty.  Nobody  seemed  anxious  to  take 
it  on  this  occasion,  until  it  was  offered  to  Lord 
Snaresborough.  lie  declined,  however,  as  being 
less  conversant  with  the  business  in  hand ;  and  it 
was  eventually  taken  by  Captain  Ashdale,  who, 
having  broken  a  leg,  an  arm,  and  two  collar-bones 
in  the  service,  had  a  claim,  independent  of  his 
rank,  as  the  son  of  the  only  other  Peer  present. 

Business  began  by  a  neat  speech  from  the  Cap- 
tain; who  concluded  by  thanking  Sir  Kenelm 
Closely  for  his  long  and  successful  mastership, 
expressing  his  regret  that  they  should  no  longer 
be  favoured  ^by  his  countenance  out  of  the  field, 
or  his  courtesies  in  it.  The  Captain  knew  more 
of  these  than  most  people,  and  spoke,  therefore, 
ex  cathedra.  He  had  probably  had  his  eyes  and 
limbs  utterly  condemned  four  times  to  anybody 
else's  once,  and  had  received  almost  as  many  apo- 
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logics  as  lie  had  had  tumbles  in  pursuit  of  the  fox  : 
a  proof  of  the  Baronet's  courtesy,  at  all  events. 
Indeed,  it  was  this  pursuit  of  the  fox,  instead  of 
the  hounds,  which  militated  so  much  against  the 
Captain  in  Sir  Kenelm's  eyes. 

Sir  Kenelm  paid  some  compliments  to  the 
hounds,  which  belonged  to  the  county,  which  they 
well  deserved,  and  to  the  horses  belonging  to  him- 
self, which  they  did  not.  To  say  truth,  he  mounted 
his  men  execrably.  He  spoke  of  the  great  difficul- 
ties of  pleasing  everybody  in  the  hunting-field — 
(Hear,  hear)' — "  and  if  I  have  occasionally — yes,  I 
may  say  occasionally — made  use  of  language,  lan- 
guage which — well,  to  be  sure  there  are  circum- 
stances, foxes  running  down  wind  on  a  bad  scenting 
day — some  observations  which  are  not  altogether 
quite  complimentary — (Hear,  hear.  No,  no,  Never 
mind.  Sir  Kenelm) — oh!  but  I  do  mind:  I'm 
sure  it's  always  been  the  height  of  my  ambition,  my 
greatest  desire,  I  may  say,  to  show  sport,  and  to 
kill  foxes — why,  if  in  the  heat  of  the  moment — 
(No,  no) — well,  gentlemen,  I  feel  that  it's  very  kind 
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of  you  to  make  this  allowance.  All  I  can  sa}'  is, 
that  if  I've  hurt  the  feelings — (Xo,  no,  and  Hear, 
hear) — of  any  gentleman  present  or  absent,  why, 
gentlemen,  I'm  heartily  sorry.  (Great  applause.)  Of 
course  I  can't  say  any  more."  ("  Can't  say  no  more 
nor  that,  nohows,"  from  Farmer  Stockfield.)  "  Gen- 
tlemen are  sometimes  a  little  too  forward,  you 
know — yes,  a  little  too  forward — and  to  any  such 
I'm  sure  I  beg  to  apologise,  and  hope  it  will  be 
accepted."  (^*  Certainly  ;  with  pleasure,"  from  our 
friend  Ellyard,  alias  Lanesborough ;  and  loud  ap- 
plause from  all  sides.)  After  a  longish  recapitula- 
tion of  his  services,  and  the  mention  of  extraordi- 
nary runs  from  Buttermilk  Gorse,  and  Dodger's 
Holt,  and  one  or  two  other  places  of  note,  he 
wound  up  by  a  mild  attack  upon  the  wants  of  the 
county — foxes  and  funds. 

Lord  Snaresborouo^h  was  heaw  and  slow  of 
speech,  hated  riding  to  hounds,  and  only  occa- 
sionally showed  himself  in  the  saddle ;  but  he  was 
a  true  British  nobleman,  and  a  strict  preserver  of 
foxes.     He  told  the  meeting,  with  a  grave  gentle- 
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manly  tone  of  voice,  that  he  always  had  foxes,  and 
he  always  had  pheasants  too,  and  he  intended 
always  to  have  both.  ^^  I  said,  when  I  came  of 
age,  to  my  keeper,  ^  The  very  first  time  my  covers 
are  drawn  blank,  you  and  I  part.'  They  never 
have  been  drawn  blank,  and  I  don't  think  they 
ever  will  be.  Where  there  are  plenty  of  rabbits, 
you  will  l^e  able  to  keep  foxes,  and  they  can  only 
take  the  pheasants  at  one  season  of  the  year; 
that  is  while  they  are  sitting.  Pheasants,  gentle- 
men, are  veiy  cunning  birds,  not  nearly  such  fools 
as  our  keepers  try  to  make  them  out."  These 
truths  were  enunciated  with  the  voice  and  wisdom 
of  a  Solon,  and  were  received  wdth  profound  at- 
tention, as  being  acknowledged  truths.  The  next, 
however,  was  a  sacrifice  to  political  necessities 
which  might  almost  have  been  called  a  falsehood, 
and  was  equally  well  received.  "  We  all  regret 
exceedingly  the  retirement  of  Sir  Kenelm  Closely 
from  the  mastership" — (he  had  been  pushed  out  of 
it  by  what  Theodore  Hook  called  a  "  complaint  in 
the  chest,"  not  uncommon  in  hunting  counties)  — 
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^^  Avliose  tenure  of  office  lias  been  marked  by  extra- 
ordinary success.  I  am  a  great  admirer  of  the 
national  sport  myself,  and  I  shall  have  sincere 
pleasure  in  continuing  my  subscription  to  his  suc- 
cessor. I  think  our  worthy  chairman,  or  my 
friend  Lord  Ashdale,  are  better  informed  on  that 
subject  than  myself,  so  I  beg  to  thank  you  for 
your  attention,  and  to  direct  it  to  the  object  in 
view." 

Here  the  Peer  sat  down  in  the  midst  of  much 
scraping  of  feet  and  applause.  They  then  Avent 
to  business ;  and  upon  a.  reference  to  Lawyer 
Hooper  and  his  book,  it  was  ascertained  that  about 
two  thousand  a  year  could  be  calculated  upon 
with  a  popular  master ;  (they  did  not  say  this ;) 
and  that  the  expenses  would  be  about  a  thousand 
more,  to  hunt  the  country  in  such  a  manner  as 
they  thought  it  ought  to  be  hunted  :  that  is, 
without  stint  in  servants'  horses,  in  fees  and 
poultry  bills,  in  the  rental  or  repairs  of  covers, 
and  in  the  numbers  and  efficiency  of  the  kennel 
establishment.     Mr.  Jacob  Handiman  stated  it  to 
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be  his  opinion  that  tlie  town  would  suffer  much 
without  adequate  support  for  the  sports  of  the 
field,  and  that  his  own  attachment  to  them  was 
well  known.  That  he  had  been  instrumental  in 
making  the  race  meeting  what  it  was,  and  he 
hoped  the  two  would  go  hand  in  hand  together. 
"Nothing,"  added  the  worthy  man,  who  had 
begun  life  in  his  native  town  as  a  baker,  "  can  be 
done  without  the  sinews  of  war,  gentlemen,  and  I 
am  enabled,  by  the  kindness  of  my  friends" 
(Jacob  liked  to  put  in  this  way  the  little  extrac- 
tions he  got  from  his  talents  at  handicapping),  "  to 
put  down  my  name  for  a  little  additional  sub- 
scription :  if  my  friend  Mr.  Hooper  here  will 
write  down  a  couple  of  hundred  against  me, 
it  will  give  me  great  pleasure  to  contribute  to 
your  sport,  as  you  so  often  contribute  to  mine." 
Thunders  of  applause  greeted  this  popular  pro- 
posal, and  Jacob  Handiman  resumed  his  seat  near 
the  end  of  the  table,  with  a  moral  certainty  of 
having  a  bumper  at  the  grand  stand  for  the 
Grammerton  Spring  Meeting.     What  a   terrible 
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thing  it  is  that  so  many  persons'  impulses   take 
their  rise  in  self-interest. 

The  chairman,  after  stroking  his  moustaches, 
proceeded  to  state  that  it  was  "  known  to  several 
gentlemen  present  that  a  high  compliment  had 
been  paid  to  Lord  Ashdale.  (Xo,  no.)  Yes !  a 
very  high  compliment.  It  was  a  proposal  to 
accept  of  the  hounds  with  an  adequate  subscrip- 
tion. In  fact,  a  subscription  so  handsome,  that  it 
seemed  almost  impossible  to  refuse."  He  then 
paid  several  compliments  to  the  town,  the  countj^, 
the  late  master,  and  the  handsome  manner  in 
which  the  strangers,  who  occasionally  hunted  with 
them,  had  offered  to  put  the  covers  in  repair. 
Very  properly,  he  omitted  nobody.  His  eloquence 
was  rather  of  the  halting  order ;  which,  as  he 
assured  the  company,  arose  from  his  want  of 
words  to  express  his  feelings  upon  an  occasion  so 
gratifying  to  his  family  pride.  (Bravo,  and  Hear, 
hear.)  He  was  "  exceedingly  fond  of  sport  in  all  its 
branches" — ("Hear,  hear,"  from  Mr.  Hardiman) — 
"and  of  fox-hunting  in  particular" — ("  Hear,  hear," 
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from  Mr.  Eltyard) — "and  though  no  great  perfor- 
mer— (here  there  was  an  unqualified  shout  of 
laughter  from  the  hard-riding  division) — well !  all 
he  could  say  was  he  enjoyed  it  very  much.  But,  to 
return  to  the  subject,  his  father,  who  was  present, 
would  explain  to  them  his  views  upon  the  point  in 
question.  He  was  quite  sure,  if  he  did  take  them, 
Lord  Ashdale  would  endeavour  to  give  satisfac- 
tion, and  show  sport.  As  to  himself,  he  always 
got  as  near  to  hounds  as  he  could ;  but  there  was 
a  hard-riding  doctor  in  the  room  who  was  always 
a  field  ahead  of  him."  (There  were  great  shouts 
for  Doctor  Cartilage  and  the  old  mare  from  the 
farmers,  and  a  general  disclaimer  from  the  Doctor, 
as  was  right.) 

Lord  Ashdale  acknowledged  the  honour  that 
had  been  done  him.  "  Had  he  been  younger — 
(Oh  !  oh) — and  his  nerve  better — (Oh  I  oh) — he 
thought  such  a  temptation  too  gi-eat  to  resist. 
Indeed,  he  would  take  them  now — (cheers,  long 
continued) — but — (groans) — but,  let  me  introduce 
to  your  notice  an  old  friend  and  relation  of  my 
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own,  bearing  a  name  well  known  in  this  county — 
(the  uninitiated  stared  with  astonishment)  —  I 
mean  my  friend  and  cousin,  Colonel  Beauclerc. 
He  is  here  with  his  son."  Here  the  Colonel  and 
Frank  both  acknowledged  the  compliments  with 
which  they  were  greeted.  ^'  Gentlemen,  a  most 
generous  proposition  has  been  made  to  this  county 
by  that  gentleman.  It  is  to  place  the  hounds  in 
my  hands,  and  to  bear  all  the  expenses  which  shall 
he  incurred  beyond  the  subscriptions  guaranteed." 
(The  Gordian  knot  was  cut.  The  county  was  to 
be  hunted,  and  the  pockets  of  the  subscribers  and 
non-subscribers  might  be  buttoned  with  impunity.) 
"  This,  gentlemen,  is  the  generous  proposal  of 
Colonel  Beauclerc,  who  intends  to  reside  amono: 
you  henceforth,  and  to  repose  here,  in  his  family 
seat,  on  those  laurels  Avhich  he  has  gained  in 
fighting  the  battles  of  his  country."  (A  storm 
of  hurrahs  gave  the  noble  Lord  time  to  re- 
cover his  wind  and  his  equanimity.)  "  But, 
gentlemen,  I  beg  to  propose  something  still 
more    to    your    advantage.     Beauvale    is   in  the 
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middle  of  your  county,  and  near  to  the  kennels. 
The  Colonelj  though  he  has  a  son  who  \yill  take 
some  beating,  is  still  a  young  man."  (Everybody 
looked  at  him,  and  Everard  Beauclerc  blushed 
once  more.  He  was  more  afraid  of  these  good 
fellows  than  of  a  host  of  pretty  women.)  "  Let 
me  introduce  him  to  you  as  your  future  master. 
(Bravo,  bravo  ;  hear,  hear.)  If  he  bear  the 
expense,  let  him  have  the  gratification."  (My 
Lord !  my  Lord !  why  didn't  you  say  trouble  ?) 
"  I  know  he  was  a  good  sportsman,  and  I  should 
think  his  Indian  experience  will  have  added  to 
his  knowledge  of  the  noble  science.  If  the  Colonel 
w^ill  accept  the  post  of  honom'"  —  ("Danger," 
said  a  small  voice  at  the  end  of  the  table) — "ho- 
nour, I  repeat  it,  gentlemen,  let  us  welcome  him 
as  the  new  master  of  our  hounds !" 

The  speech  was  not  bad ;  but  you  must  not 
suppose  it  was  delivered  without  due  emphasis. 
Lord  Ashdale  was  not  an  eloquent  man  upon  the 
currency  question,  and  once  broke  down  signally 
in    an    attempt    to    unravel    the    intricacies    of 
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Schleswig  and  Ilolstein,  since  dissected  by  the 
German  doctors;  but  here  he  was  quite  at  liome. 
When  a  man  knows  his  sul)ject  and  feels  it,  lie 
becomes  a  perfect  Demosthenes,  without  the 
necessity  for  pebbles  in  his  mouth. 

And  of  course  Colonel  Beauclerc  did  accept  it. 
If  they  had  offered  him  the  throne  of  Greece, 
and  persuaded  him  that  it  was  for  the  good  of 
mankind,  he  would  have  accepted  that.  He  made 
them  a  short  and  telling  speech,  and  proposed  to 
begin  by  getting  a  stud  together  immediately. 
Before  he  left  the  room  he  had  promised  Short- 
horns, of  Clipwell,  to  go  and  see  a  clever  young 
horse  on  the  morrow,  and  to  call  at  Nacker's,  the 
veterinary  surgeon,  on  his  way  back,  to  inspect  a 
hunter,  who  had  been  fired  for  curbs  at  the  end 
of  last  season,  but  was  all  right  now.  After  this 
the  gentlemen  left  the  long  room.  The  farmers 
rang  the  bell,  and  ordered  cigars  and  cold  brandy- 
and-water.  The  lawyer  stopped  behind  to  see 
what  could  be  got  as  a  reserve  fund,  and  the 
doctor  for  some  equally  powerful  reason,  not  con- 
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nectecl  ^vitli  liis  own  interests,  took  a  seat  in  tlie 
comfortable  chair,  whicli  the  president  had  va- 
cated. 

"You'll  excuse  me,  sh',  but  you  don't  recollect 
me,  sir,  I  dare  say."' 

"Indeed  I  do,  Handiman;  I've  heard  of  you 
often  in  India  since  I  was  at  Grammerton." 

"  Since  you  used  to  come  down  and  buy  rolls 
for  breakfast  at  my  place,"  said  Jacob,  who  was 
never  ashamed  of  his  former  calling,  be  it  said  to 
his  credit.  "  Ah  !  times  haA-e  gone  well  with  mc 
since  then.  Colonel  Beauclerc.  I've  been  enabled 
to  educate  my  family  different  to  what  I  was 
myself  (a  little  confusion  of  construction  inci- 
dental to  retii-ed  bakers),  and  I  shall  be  delighted 
to  present  them  if  you'll  allow  me  the  '  honour.'  " 
(He  emphasised  it  well,  as  if  he  really  meant  what 
he  said :  honour  unaspirated  has  not  half  the 
reahty.) 

"  Indeed  I  will,  Jacob — Mr.  Handiman,  a  thou- 
sand pardons." 

"No  offence,  sir.  We're  very  old  acquaint- 
m2 
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ances :  tlioii<Th  I  recollect  your  son  very  well,  I 
didn't  know  him  as  I  know  you.  And  now, 
Colonel,  is  there  anything  I  can  do  for  you? 
You'll  want  some  horses.  I  know  of  a  clever ish 
mare  that  might  carry  you,  and  win  the  Hunt 
Cup  at  the  Spring  Meeting  too."  Here  Jacob 
nodded  mysteriously.  "  It  mustn't  be  talked  about, 
but  she  can  race  a  bit.  We  might  get  her  into 
the  Grammerton  handicap  :  but  I  think  the  Hunt 
Cup  would  be  a  certainty.  And  your  son.  Colonel 
Beauclerc,  I've  seen  him  ride.  I  hope  he's  all 
right  again.  But  anything  I  can  do  for  you,  I 
shall  be  most  happy.  I  think  you  can't  do  better 
than  keep  the  servants  that  Sir  Kenelm  has  had ; 
and  add  a  nice  active  young  lad,  as  second  whip ; 
they're  very  useful  with  raw  horses  in  the  early 
season." 

"Thanks,  Handiman,"  said  the  Colonel,  as  he 
stepped  into  his  carriage.  "  I'll  look  in  upon  you 
next  week." 

Colonel  Beauclerc  drove  into  the  Lion  yard, 
almost  unknown,  and  came  out  again  a  master  of 
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one  of  the  best  packs  of  fox-hounds  in  England. 
There's  a  reality  about  the  position  when  you  once 
get  into  its  details,  which  is  quite  undeniable, 
especially  the  payments.  The  Colonel  had  lit  on 
his  legs  as  usual :  and  was  very  near  becoming 
the  master  of  a  race-horse  into  the  bargain. 

When  they  had  cleared  the  town,  the  first 
thing  he  did  was  to  put  his  hand  affectionately 
on  the  shoulder  of  Frank.  "Now  you'll  stay 
with  me :  there'll  be  plenty  to  do  in  the  new 
establishment,  and  responsibility  enough  to  suit 
your  taste,  my  boy.  You'll  have  all  the  young 
horses  to  ride,  and  the  servants  to  keep  in  order ; 
and  the  sooner  we  set  about  getting  things  in 
order,  the  better.  As  soon  as  you  come  back 
from  Scotland " 

"  I  think  I'd  better  give  it  up,  my  dear  father. 
You'll  have  your  hands  full  at  once." 

"  No,  no,  Frank.  I  can't  have  you  dissap- 
pointed ;  besides,  Violet's  brother  is  going  with  you 
from  Scarborough,  isn't  he  ?  No,  no  !  Come  back 
soon,  that's  all ;  and  then  bring  Violet  home,  my 
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boy,  as  your  ^vlfe.  We  shall  want  somebody  at 
the  head  of  the  table."  After  an  interval  on  in- 
different subjects,  Colonel  Beauclerc,  who  was  full 
of  his  business,  said: 

"  Are  there  any  good  studs  up  at  Tattersall's, 
do  you  know,  Frank  ?  " 

"  It's  late  in  the  year :  but  there  may  be  half  a 
dozen  good  servants'  horses  to  be  got  out  of  the 
better  class  of  Essex  stables.  I'll  inquire  for  you 
to-morrow  and  the  next  day,  and  write  word  down. 
This  is  a  big  country,  and  will  take  a  good  horse 
and  a  big  jumper,  sir  :  but  there's  nothing  intricate 
in  it,  and  as  long  as  they  are  resolute  and  sound, 
we  shall  do  very  well.  I  hear  Sir  Kenelm  Closely 
never  gave  more  than  thirty  for  servants'  horses  : 
that  will  not  do  at  all  here ;  it's  bad  economy  in 
the  first  place,  and  they're  not  at  all  fit  for  the 
work.  I  wonder  the  men  were  not  all  in  the  county 
hospital  and  the  horses  in  the  knacker  s  yard. 

Thus  it  came  to  pass  that  Frank  Beauclerc 
joined  his  old  schoolfellow  at  Scarborough ;  looking 
forward  to  the  usual  amount  of  happiness  to  be  ex- 
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pectecl  from  matrimony,  without  tlie  usual  pauper 
probation  of  a  long  engagement. 

From  that  visit  at  Scarborough  must  be  dated 
the  results  which  we  have  now  to  detail.  Daily 
Frank's  love  for  Violet  increased,  till  it  became  an 
absorbing  passion,  and,  as  is  invariably  the  case 
with  men  slow  of  pm-pose,  but  vigorous  of  deter- 
mination, the  opposition  with  which  the  lovers  were 
met  by  Madame  Rosenfels  only  added  fuel  to  the 
flame.  The  good  feeling  and  mutual  admiration 
which  existed  between  Frank  and  Violet's  brother 
was  another  strong  feature  in  the  encouragement 
of  his  affections;  and  when  he  left  Scarborough, 
he  vowed  that  no  power  on  earth  should  stand 
between  him  and  the  object  of  his  love.  He  was 
a  man  to  keep  his  word ;  and  it  required  but  little 
persuasion  to  teach  Violet  that  her  maidenly  re- 
serve mio-ht  be  thrown  off  before  so  unreasonable  an 
opposition  as  that  of  Madame.  One  of  her  charac- 
teristics was  an  imphcit  confidence  in  the  judgment 
and  good  faith  of  those  she  loved. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

NORTH  AND  EAST  OF  OXTOED -STREET. 

We  cannot  all  be  masters  :  nor  all  masters 

Cannot  be  truly  followed.  Shakespeare. 

While  Frank  Beauclerc  was  enjoying  himself 
in  Scotland,  and  his  father  was  getting  ready  for 
the  coming  campaign,  the  season  had  progressed 
as  usual.  London  had  emptied  itself  into  the 
moors,  the  stables,  the  bathing-machines  ;  into  the 
continental  salons,  rivers,  lakes,  and  mountains. 
Already  the  heat  of  the  summer  was  over.  Patient 
officials  once  more  threaded  the  streets  with  light 
paletots  and  umbrellas.     A  few  carriages  began  to 
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roll  along  Bond-street,  with  the  children  and  the 
governess,  at  all  events ;  and  though  the  hutcher's 
boy  and  the  lucifer-match  vendor  still  occupied 
the  centre  of  the  trottoir  at  four  o'clock  P.M.,  and 
the  scaffolding  and  ladders  were  not  all  gone  from 
the  front  of  the  shop  windows,  it  was  manifest  to 
the  most  unobservant  that  the  winter  was  beginning 
to  set  in.  It  was  mild,  rainy,  and  greasy  to  the 
pedestrian  ;  and  the  crossing-sweepers  and  blacking 
boys  were  in  verv'  decent  employment. 

Amongst  the  former  of  these  two  useful  mem- 
bers of  the  inferior  classes,  might  be  seen,  at  the 
end  of  October,  a  rather  superior  person  for  the 
occupation  which  he  had  chosen.  Indeed,  it  looked 
like  no  choice,  but  rather  as  though  the  honour 
had  been  thrust  upon  him  unawares.  He 
shouldered  his  broom  now  and  then  in  a  soldier- 
like manner,  and  seemed  almost  inclined  to  salute 
with  it,  whenever  a  tightly-buttoned  frock-coat, 
or  more  military  swagger  than  common,  arrested 
his  attention  for  a  moment.  There  was  a  respect- 
ability about  his  hat,  which,  though  old,  was  not 


170    THE  BEAUCLERCS,  FATHER  AND  SON. 

broken,  and  was  scrupulously  brushed.  lie  wore 
a  moustacliOj  too,  an  appendage  then  belonging  to  a 
more  distinguished  class  of  society  than  at  present, 
though  he  was  in  other  respects  cleanly  shorn.  His 
stable  jacket  and  overalls,  buttoned  up  the  sides, 
were  tidily  patched  in  places,  and  his  shoes  had 
evidently  that  day  been  submitted  to  the  operation 
of  his  young  friend  at  the  corner.  I  am  only  thus 
particular,  that  the  reader  may  acknowledge  the 
existence  of  an  aristocracy  among  the  crossing- 
sweepers.  He  disdained  to  ask  for  money,  though 
his  appearance  had  attracted  many  a  stray  copper 
from  closed  pockets.  Jonas  Parker  began  to  be 
known  to  the  frequenters  of  his  crossing,  ^^•hicll 
was  as  scrupulously  kept  as  himself. 

But  the  crossing  was  not  a  fashionable  one.  It 
would  have  excited  no  vehement  competition  in 
the  present  day.  It  was  neither  as  Limmer's  nor 
as  Long's :  it  yielded  readily  the  palm  to  Picca- 
dilly and  St.  James's-street,  which  were  invariably 
given  by  the  favour  of  political  partisanship  to  the 
luiacknowledged  pledges  of  a  valet's  or  a  butler's 
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love.  They  are  now  tlie  reward  of  extraordinary 
merit  in  the  clerical  profession,  in  which  few  other 
prizes  remain  to  be  contended  for.  It  was  even 
second  to  Charing-Cross  and  Parliament-street, 
and  the  pnrification  of  that  between  Apsley  House 
and  what  was  Tattersall's,  than  which  no  service 
of  danger  can  be  greater  or  more  inadequately  re- 
compensed. No  :  Jonas  Parker  was  not  ambitious, 
and  the  members  of  the  Mendicity  Society  had 
awarded  to  the  old  soldier  the  dio-nified  retirement 
of  Baker-street,  Portman-square.  His  manners 
and  appearance  would  have  fitted  Jiim  for  the 
highest  position,  but  he  preferred  a  moderate  com- 
petence to  greater  wealth  and  increased  danger. 

In  the  discharge  of  his  functions  there  happened 
to  him  two  visions,  which  troubled  Jonas  Parker 
in  one  day.  The  first  of  these  was  of  two  women, 
^ladame  Rosenfels  and  Violet  Carloss,  who  crossed 
from  Portman-square  towards  Manchester-square, 
from  west  to  east.  Jonas  rubbed  his  eyes,  and 
almost  forgot  to  hold  out  his  hat ;  until  the  good- 
humoured  face  of  the  latter  assm'ed  him  of  assist- 
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ance ;  he  felt  so  certain  and  yet  so  uncertain  of 
having  seen  one  face,  at  least,  before.  The  two 
were  connected,  in  his  mind,  with  one  another,  and 
yet  appeared  to  have  no  common  relationship  of 
events.  He  took  the  coppers  which  fell,  paper  and 
all,  from  the  fingers  of  the  younger  and  more 
beautiful  of  the  two ;  and  they  continued  their 
"walk  without  looking ;  indeed,  much  as  if  Jonas 
Parker  were  Jonas,  and  nobody  else.  The  other 
happened  later  on  in  the  day;  in  fact,  just  as 
Jonas  was  about  to  lay  down  his  broom  and  his 
calling,  and  go  home  to  Mrs.  Jonas,  who  lived  in 
the  back  room  of  a  cellar  in  Carnaby  ^larket. 
It  was  near  to  the  fashionable  quarter,  as  she 
observed,  though  a  little  too  far  for  him  to  walk 
in  the  morning  to  his  beat. 

Just  as  coppers  were  becoming  scarce,  and  a 
modest  rain  was  beginning  to  fall,  which  took  con- 
siderably from  the  romance  and  comfort  of  street- 
sweeping,  there  came  by  a  woman  of  colour.  There 
was  something  remarkable  in  this.  Ladies  of 
colour,  even  in  Baker-street,  were  not  so  common 
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as  might  be  imagined  from  the  proximity  of  the 
retired  East  Indian  captains  and  maiden  ladies  who 
affect  that  quarter.  So  Jonas  Parker  scrutinised 
the  lady  closely. 

Jonas  was  a  married  man,  with  two  children  and 
a  reputation  to  maintain.  Had  Mrs.  Parker  been 
present,  we  hardly  think  he  would  have  been 
allowed  to  proceed  in  the  way  which,  as  a  faithful 
historian,  I  am  bound  to  state  that  he  did.  He 
beckoned  the  small  shoeblack,  with  whom  he  had 
been  in  conversation  the  last  half-hom',  excepting 
when  a  possible  victim  presented  itself  to  cross  the 
street,  and  handed  over  to  him  his  broom.  The 
small  boy  set  to  work  with  a  will,  either  as  enjoying 
the  change  from  passive  to  active  life,  or  as  specu- 
lating upon  a  more  lucrative  finish  to  his  day's 
work.  Jonas  Parker  pulled  down  his  coat  to  get 
rid  of  the  wrinkles,  a  melancholy  sign  of  age  in  all 
things,  and  having  given  his  hat  one  turn,  he  set 
off  to  follow  the  footsteps  of  the  dark  lady  whom 
we  have  known  under  the  name  of  Baba. 

Jonas  had  some  reason  for  this.     He  recognised 
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in  her  an  old  acquaintance  of  some  fifteen  or  six- 
teen years'  standing;  and  he  connected  lier  in  a 
misty  way  with  Madame  Rosenfels  and  Violet :  he 
did  not  quite  know  how ;  and  he  had  determined 
to  see  how  far  he  was  riMit  or  wronix-  With 
this  purpose  he  walked  quietly  along  the  opposite 
side  of  the  street,  keeping  an  eye  upon  a  dingy 
bonnet  with  tawdry  ribbons,  and  a  black  gown 
with  a  smart  coloured  petticoat.  Occasionally  he 
was  exceedingly  busy  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
while  she  admired  a  shop  window,  apparently 
hopeless  of  becoming  a  purchaser.  At  other  times, 
the  little  old  woman,  by  dodging  among  the  car- 
riages, almost  defeated  the  pursuit.  As  she  tm'ned, 
however,  out  of  one  street  into  another,  and  cross- 
ing the  New-road,  disappeared  up  an  alley  rather 
than  a  street,  Jonas  was  there. 

Baba  stood  by  the  door-step  of  a  small  milkman, 
preparatory  to  turning  the  lock  of  the  area,  and 
Jonas  Parker  stood  by  her  side. 

"  It's  the  woman,"  thought  Jonas,  almost  aloud, 
"  though  I've  not  seen  her  these  sixteen  years." 
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"  That's  Jonas  Parker,  tlie  soldier  of  the  T^yenty- 
first,  that  came  home  with  us  seventeen  years  ago. 
Jonas  Parker,  how  do  yon  do  ?  " 

Pie  returned  her  greeting  and  followed  her  down 
the  area  steps  to  a  very  comfortable  parlour,  rather 
than  kitchen,  where  manifest  preparations  were 
making  for  a  substantial  tea.  Jonas  expressed  his 
surprise  at  the  meeting  in  the  same  breath  that 
Baba  comj)limented  him  upon  liis  looks. 

"  Hard  times,  too,  Baba  ;  I  done  no  good  since  I 
left  India.  Ah,  that's  the  country  for  a  man  to 
live  in ;"  and  LIr.  Parker  exulted  at  the  reminis- 
cence. 

"  For  you,  Mr.  Parker,  but  not  for  us." 

"  Yet  you  seem  to  ha'  lit  on  your  legs,  Baba. 
You're  pretty  comfortable  here,  I  suppose  ?  Now, 
how  many  year  might  it  be  since  we  met  ?  " 

"  Since  we  came  home  together  ?  Well,  near  on 
eighteen.  Why,  the  young  lady  that  came  with 
us  is  twenty  or  more.  Don't  you  remember 
Madame?" 

"Madame—Madame?    To  be  sure  I  do.    What 
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was  her  name  ?  And  those  children  ?  Why,  Baba, 
Baba,"  and  the  colour  came  and  went  in  Jonas's 
cheeks  with  the  excitement,  "  I  saw  her  to-day." 

"Which  of  'em?"  and  the  dark  lady  seemed 
anxious  on  the  subject. 

"  Two  of  'em.  Madame  and  one  of  the  young 
ladies.  I  thought  I  knew  the  face ;"  and  Jonas 
Parker  looked  as  innocent  as  if  he  had  told  a  false- 
hood. 

"  Yes,  yes ;  possible,  possible,  Mr.  Parker.  She 
lives  at  Lymmersfield :  but  one  o'  the  piccaninnies 
is  gone  :  dead.  Mi*.  Jonas,  dead,  you  know." 

"  To  be  sure ;  I  remember.  Little  Miss  Violet. 
Poor  little  thing!  But  Miss  Margaret  was  the 
beauty,  with  her  great  big  eyes  and  curly  hair. 
Miss  Violet  was  tender  and  delicate,  nurse.  Excuse 
me,  Mrs.  Baba,  but  it  comes  so  natural." 

"  But  you  forget,  Mr.  Jonas,  it's  poor  little  Mar- 
garet that  died." 

"  What,  the  one  as  was  the  great  heiress,  they 
said?" 

^*  No,  no.     Not  the  heiress ;  she's  alive." 
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^^  T^lio'd  a  thought  it !  Slie  was  the  tenderer  one 
of  the  two.  Do  you  recollect  when  I  let  poor  IMiss 
Margaret  fall  and  broke  her  collar-bone  :  and  the 
doctor  never  knew  it,  nor  Madame,  nor  any  one, 
but  you  found  it  out?  And  you  wouldn't  have 
known  it,  only  it  wasn't  set,  so  the  bones  crossed 
one  another,  and  left  a  httle  bump.  Bless  her 
heart,  she  never  cried,  she  was  as  brave  as  a  lion. 
And  so  she's  dead  and  gone  ?  Dear  me  !  one  never 
knows." 

"  She's  gone,  and  the  other's  growed  up  beau- 
tiful." Here  the  kettle  boiled,  and  Baba  proceeded 
to  make  tea ;  Jonas  Parker  not  going  through  the 
ceremony  of  a  pretended  move. 

"  And  now,  tell  rae,  what  are  you  doing  ?" 

Jonas  Parker  was  doing  nothing,  and  admitted 
it;  as  being  more  respectable  than  sweeping  a 
crossing.  Baba  sipped  her  tea  awhile  in  silence, 
revolving  many  things.  Jonas  Parker  only  won- 
dered whence  Baba  derived  her  resom'ces  for  such 
creature-comforts  as  she  had  around  her. 

The  old  ayah  liked  her  tea,  and  she  liked  it  well 

VOL.  II.  N 
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laced.  Perhaps  the  uninitiated  do  not  understand 
this :  I  mean  laced  with  a  mere  soupgon  of  hrandy. 
This  evil  habit,  which  we  can  only  forgive  as  medi- 
cinal, always  does  mischief  to  somebody ;  generally 
to  the  recipient.  She  possessed,  too,  the  national 
characteristic  of  cunnino;:  cunninsj  almost  for 
the  sake  of  itself.  In  a  country  wdiere  lying  is 
universal,  a  quality  as  indigenous  to  the  children 
of  the  soil  as  to  the  Cretans  themselves,  and  where 
perjury  is  regarded  as  an  expedient  pastime,  this 
is  not  to  be  wondered  at.  Baba  loved  to  work  out 
a  mystery,  after  making  one ;  and  it  is  but  fair  to 
say  that  she  would  have  accomplished  her  object 
without  malice  or  ill-feeling  towards  any  one. 
Kather,  in  truth,  with  regard  for  the  person  who  had 
unwittingly  afforded  her  so  congenial  an  occupa- 
tion. But  Baba  had  educated  herself  to  regard 
money,  even  for  its  own  sake,  as  the  summum 
honum  of  life,  and  to  be  attained  at  all  hazards. 
Indeed,  with  the  examples  she  had  had  before  her 
of  European  self-indulgence  and  rapacity,  under 
such  masters  her  education  could  not  have  been 
difficult. 
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"  And  SO  yon  saw  tlie  ladies  to-day  and  one 
of  tliem  was  very  beautiful?"  and  Baba,  having 
finished  a  third  cup  of  what  she  euphemistically 
called  "  tea,"  became  communicative  :  her  brio-ht 
eyes  sparkled.     "  Now,  you  won't  tell  ?  " 

"  Not  I,"  said  the  old  soldier,  looking  at  the 
brandy-bottle,  and  referring  to  the  mystery ;  "  not 
I ;  I  does  it  myself  sometimes,  but  it  cost  me  my 
pension." 

As  Baba  did  not  understand  this,  she  wisely 
let  it  pass,  and  bending  down  towards  him,  she 
whispered  somewhat  loudly,  "  She  wants  to  be 
married." 

"  Quite  right  too,  to  my  thinking :  pretty  young 
lasses  like  them  is  meant  to  be  married." 

"  I  never  was  married,"  threw  in  Baba,  forgetful 
of  the  claims  of  ^Irs.  Jonas  Parker,  whom  she  did 
not  know. 

"  I  dare  say  not,  ma'am.  It  don't  fall  to  the  lot 

on  us  all,"  rephed  he,  looking  at  her  thick  features, 

and  forgetting  that  very  warm  blood  and  a  current 

of  stormy  affections   flowed   in  the  veins  of   the 

n2 
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Indian  woman.  "  And  who  does  she  want  to  maiTy? 
I  only  wish  it  was  me."  And  then  Jonas  him- 
self remembered  the  little  obstacle  in  Carnaby 
^Market,  even  though  all  other  things  were  made 
straight. 

"  Ah  !  Mr.  Parker,  that's  the  thing  !"  Now  he 
began  to  see  what  it  was  that  was  not  to  be  told. 
At  least  he  thought  so  :  "  But  it  don't  signify,  for 
Madame  Rosenfels  won't  let  her."  The  fourth  cup 
had  taken  strong  hold  of  her  imagination  :  she  saw 
things  with  less  cunning,  and  more  geniality  of 
disposition. 

"  What's  that  for  ?  Young  man  no  ways  con- 
formable, I  suppose."  Baba  made  a  shrewd  guess 
at  what  her  guest  meant :  but  only  answered  by  a 
cheerful  nod,  and  a  wink,  which  might  have  stood 
for  anything.  It  represented  her  own  sagacity, 
and  Jonas  Parker's  possible  participation  in  its 
discoveries. 

"  Comfortable  enough,"  said  the  old  lady,  in  a 
happy  frame  of  mind,  in  which  a  letter  or  two  is 
seldom  of  any  consequence ;  "  but  where's  the 
money  to  go  to?"     Here  she  winked  again:  and 
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if  Mr.  Parker  was  not  to  disclose  more  than  lie 
knew  yet,  lie  was  pretty  safe  to  do  neither  good 
nor  evil  with  it. 

"  What  money  ?     Hers  or  his'n  ?  " 

"  Hers  to  be  sure.  Don't  you  know,  if  she  was 
to  marry,  she'd  take  it  all  with  her :  and  we're  not 
going  to  Stan'  that.  Master  Parker." 

"  But  I  haven't  anything  to  do  with  it,  Baba." 

"  No  :  you  haven't.  But  Madame  Kosenfels 
has,"  and  here  she  looked  mysteriously  tipsy,  "and 
so  have  I."  Here  she  took  a  little  neat  out  of  the 
bottle. 

"  And  who's  the  gentleman  ?  Any  one  I  know, 
Baba?" 

"  No,  not  you,  or  the  likes  of  you,"  said  she, 
laughing  good-humouredly.     "It's  a  Captain." 

"  Oh !  a  Captain,  and  that's  all,  is  it?  Well,  if 
that's  all,  it  ain't  easy  to  find  out.  But  I  don't  see 
what  vou've  ffot  to  do  "svith  it,  Baba." 

Baba  laughed  more  heartily;  put  her  finger 
alongside  of  her  nose,  and  proceeded  to  put  the  tea- 
things  by.  She  produced  a  tumbler  first,  and  then 
began  to  brew  for  Mr.  Jonas  Parker. 
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"  Did  you  ever  hear  tell  of  the  great  Mister 
BeauclerCj  Mr.  Jonas  ?  " 

Jonas  knew  nothing  of  the  party  in  question  : 
but  he  knew  it  was  a  very  common  name  in  India. 
As  well  known  as  any  family  there. 

"  And  I  think  that's  the  man." 

"  Wonderful  fine  man  I  have  heard.  Been  in 
India  a  long  time,"  said  the  old  soldier. 

"  I  mean  his  son,"  replied  Baba,  who  was  an 
admirer  of  youth. 

"  Perhaps  he's  better  than  his  father.  Least- 
wise he's  younger."  And  then  he  rose  from  his 
chair.  "  Beauclerc,"  thought  he ;  "  why,  that  was 
the  name  of  the  very  man  he  helped  to  bring  in 
the  drowning  lady  at  St.  Hilda,  so  it  was ;  and  her 
name  was  Violet."  As  he  had  not  indulged  in 
laced  tea,  he  kept  the  fact  to  himself,  and  only 
poured  one  glass  on  the  top  of  the  discovery  to 
keep  it  tighter.  Jonas  Parker  was  prudent :  Baba 
only  cunning. 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha !"  laughed  the  coloured  lady,  as  she 
returned  from  the  cupboard  in  which  she  had  de- 
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posited  her  tea-tliings.  "  Come  here:  I'll  tell  you 
somethmg.  Plenty  of  money,  plenty  of  tea,  ha, 
ha  !  Now  you  go."  Saymg  which,  she  put  half- 
a-crown  into  the  hand  of  her  old  fellow-voyager, 
and  was  about  showing  him  down. — I  am  wrong 
— up-stau's.  ]\ir.  Jonas  Parker  looked  staggered 
by  the  unexpected  gratuity. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Baba.  I  was — that  is — I 
— I  lost  my  pension;  it  was  unfortunate,  to  be 
sm'e,  but,"  here  he  placed  the  half-crown  on  the 
table,  "  I  don't  mean  any  offence,  but  I  don't  want 
— ^I  work,  and ' 

^^  Then  take  it  to  the  piccaninnies :  bless  the 
man,  what  does  he  want?"  The  woman  could  no 
more  understand  the  refusal  of  half-a-crown  than 
the  French  can  understand  cricket. 

Jonas  Parker  was  obstinate  :  but  said,  in  a  good 
natured  tone  (for  Baba  was  just  in  that  humour 
that  the  rejection  of  her  honey  might  have  turned 
to  gall),  "Tell  me,  if  you  can,  where  that  ]Mr. 
Beauclerc  lives  now,  and  I'll  be  obleeged  to  you, 
Baba."     The  woman  foro-ot  the  half-crown  in  a 
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minute,  and  anxious  to  oblige  him,  answered  witli- 
out  hesitation, 

"  I  don't  know  :  the  son's  a  soldier.  He's  often 
at  Lymmersfield.  You  go  there :  go  down  and 
see  :  they'll  tell  you  all  about  liim." 

Then  Jonas  walked  up  the  area  steps  again  and 
let  himself  out.  Pie  took  Baba's  advice  one  fine 
morning,  and  walked  down  to  Lymmersfield.  He 
easily  found  out  that  the  Beauclerc's  lived  at  Beau- 
vale,  near  Grammerton.  At  present  it  was  all  he 
wanted  to  know. 

The  next  morning  Mr.  Shearham  sat  in  his 
office  in  St.  S within' s-lane :  that  is,  the  inner  or 
private  office,  separated  by  an  ante-room  from  a 
long,  low  room,  which  served  for  his  clerks.  His 
partner,  Fleecall,  had  a  room  at  the  opposite  side  of 
the  stairs,  where  he  transacted  the  heavy  business 
of  the  firm.  Shearham  ^vas  a  tall,  thin,  sharp- 
featured  man :  still  a  heau  garqon  of  fifty-five, 
looking  five  years  younger  :  scrupulously  brushed 
about   the   whiskers   and   side -locks,   which   were 
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straight  and  hard,  Hke  his  features.  In  colour  he 
was  iron-grey  all  over. 

At  the  corner  of  the  Mansion  House  stopped  a 
brougham,  quiet,  but  admirably  appointed,  with  one 
horse.  A  handsome  woman  of  middle  age  got  out 
of  it,  and  a  beautiful  girl  remained  behind,  with  a 
book  which  she  did  not  read.  The  former  was 
Madame  Rosenfels,  the  latter  was  Violet  Carloss. 
Madame  took  her  way  down  St.  Swithin's-lane  : 
looked  at  a  number,  passed  through  an  open  door  up 
some  stairs,  handsome  and  decorated  with  flowers, 
fruit,  and  cherubim  in  composition,  and  found 
herself  shortly  in  the  presence  of  ^Ir.  Shearham. 

"  We  got  rid  of  the  property  according  to  your 
wish,  my  dear  Madame  Rosenfels  :  it  was  the  best 
thing  you  could  do."  This  followed  the  usual 
topics  of  health  and  weather.  "It  was  an  un- 
lucky investment,  as  it  turned  out.  Nobody  could 
foresee  it,  and  you  acted  in  concert  with  ^Ir.  Col- 
ville,  as  I  understood.  I  am  glad  you  are  out  of 
it  with  no  great  loss.     The  fact  is,  they  have  built 
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too  much  at  i^resent ;  they  will  begin  again  in  a 
year  or  two." 

"  You  think  so  ?  "  Madame  had  her  own  ideas 
on  the  subject,  but  did  not  disclose  them. 

"  I  do  ;  the  surplus  population  of  London  must 
go  somewhere.  Why  not  to  Lymmersfield ;  and 
then  it  might  be  more  valuable.  However,  the 
money,  minus  the  expenses,  is  paid  in  to  your 
banker's." 

"  In  mj  name?  or  in  the  trustee's?" 

"  In  yours,  of  course.  We  recognise  no  one 
else.  Mr.  Colville  is  not  a  trustee.  No  one  has 
been  aj^pointed  since  General  Fletcher's  resigna- 
tion. You  will  favour  me  with  your  instructions. 
I  have  an  investment  or  two  now  which  might  suit 
you  for  Miss  Carloss." 

"  In  my  name,  in  Lothbury's  bank  ?  Thank  you, 
Mr.  Shearham.  I'll  think  of  it.  The  girl  has  set 
her  heart  or  her  head  on  this  match,  and  I  can 
hardly  say  that  at  her  age  I  ajiprove  of  such  a 
step."     Mr.  Shearham  drew  his  chair  nearer. 

"  Adelaide,"  said  the  iron-grey  gentleman,  ten- 
derly— more  tenderly,  indeed,  than  one  generally 
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announces  a  truth — and  looking  as  if  "  Adelaide  " 
has  slipped  out  in  an  unmtting  moment,  "your 
ward  must  not  marry.  Excuse  my  earnestness, 
but  I  have  your  interests  at  heart  alone." 

"  Adelaide"  looked  mollified.  "  Thank  you,  I 
believe  it." 

"  If  she  marries,  or  whenever  she  marries,  ar- 
rangements must  be  made  for  handing  over  the 
trust  property  intact.  The  sum  should  be  thirty- 
two  thousand  nine  hundred  and  sixty  pounds. 
You  would  be  prepared  with  the  deficit,  eight 
thousand  seven  hundred  and  odd,  which  has  been 
changed  from  its  orio-inal  investment  into  other 
channels,  and  now  lies  partly  in  your  own  name  at 
Messrs.  Lothbury's,  and  partly,  I  presume,  in 
tangible  securities  elsewhere.  You  would  be  pre- 
pared for  that,  of  course?"  The  rascal  knew  she 
would  not  be  prepared  for  it,  and  that  if  she  could 
have  been  'so,  it  would  have  entailed  utter  ruin 
upon  her.  But  ^Mr.  Shearham  was  in  love,  and  a 
lawyer  in  love  is  a  wolf  only  in  disguise ;  so  he 
spoke  kindly  and  gently,  without  waiting  for  an 
answer.     "  I  can  relieve  yom^    anxieties  on  that 
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score."  He  took  her  hand,  which  "was  still  hand- 
some, but  impassive ;  he  looked  in  her  face,  which 
was  pale,  and  imperceptibly  agitated.  She  did 
much  to  control  her  upper  lip,  which  would  shake 
at  the  alternatives  presented  to  her.  "  Yes,  Ade- 
laide, I  repeat  the  proposal  I  made  you  some  time 
back.  I  love  you,  and  will  take  you  for  my  wife* 
We'll  pay  this  money  between  us,  if  it  must  be 
paid  ;  but  we  can  keep  the  girl  and  the  fortune  for 
a  few  years  longer;  I  see  that  we  may  enjoy 
wealth  and  a  position  which  will  leave  far  behind 
it  these  pettifogging  calculations." 

^ladame  Rosenfels  saw  her  way  clearly  enough, 
and  found  her  purpose  to  be  best  served  in  tem- 
porising. She  would  prefer  to  keep  the  fortune 
without  the  lawyer,  as  long  as  she  could ;  but  she 
thought  him  no  bad  resource  to  fall  back  upon 
when  the  fortune  was  gone;  so  she  answered 
simply,  returning  the  pressure  of  the  lawyer's 
hand  so  gently,  and  looking  down  at  his  bright 
boots  so  modestly,  "  You  are  generous,  Mr. 
Shearham,  to  propose   to   share   my  poverty.      I 
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cannot  allow  this  sacrifice.  It  would  be  unjust. 
No ;  let  me  think  over  your  generosity,  and  when 
a  brighter  prospect  opens  before  us,  then,  in- 
deed  "     The  lady  hesitated,  rose,  and  blushed, 

as  far  as  she  was  capable  of  doing  so,  and  the 
lawyer  pressed  her  handsome  fingers  to  his  lips 
with  considerable  fervour.  He  looked  at  her  face 
(he  was  but  mortal),  but  she  drew  down  her  short 
black  veil,  and  turned  upon  her  heel.  He  led  her 
through  his  ante-room,  protected  her  from  the 
inquisitive  glances  of  his  clerks,  and  with  one 
more  propitiatory  pressure  of  the  hand,  opened 
the  door,  and  saw  her  descend  the  stairs. 

When  she  reached  her  brougham,  she  found 
standing  at  the  window  a  very  handsome  man, 
with  an  air  of  great  fashion  about  him,  talking  to 
Violet.  As  she  stopped  he  turned,  and  presented 
to  her  the  face  she  had  not  seen  for  many  years. 
It  was  Colonel  Beauclerc.  He  greeted  her  with 
a  manner  unequalled  for  ease,  and  with  a  tone  of 
chivalrous  gallantry  not  affected  by  Young  Eng- 
land.    He  reminded  her  of  their  former  acquaint- 
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ance,  and  complimented  her  on  the  little  change 
that  time  had  wrought  in  her.  All  this  the  Colonel 
was  capable  of  doing  remarkably  well. 

"  I  saw  your  protegeey  and  could  not  resist  the 
pleasure  of  renewing  our  acquaintance.  Hitherto, 
I  have  been  unfortunate.  You  return  to  Lym- 
mersfield  soon  ?  " 

"  To-morrow."  Then  Madame  felt  it  quite  im- 
possible to  resist,  and  gave  herself  up  to  the  plea- 
sui'e  of  an  unrestrained  conversation  with  an  old 
friend.  I  cannot  say  that  any  weakness  of  deter- 
mination has  ever  replaced  her  necessities  by 
friendship.  Women  always  feel  kindly  towards 
those  they  have  nursed. 

"  I  am  in  town  to-day  on  business.  Frank  is  at 
Beauvale  taking  my  place ;  and  if  you  will  allow 
me  to  call  this  afternoon " 

"With  pleasure.  Colonel  Beauclerc;"  and  the 
neat  brougham  drove  off,  leaving  the  good-looking 
Colonel  to  call  a  hansom,  and  make  his  way  to  the 
West-end ;  which  he  did  with  all  the  risk  apper- 
taining to  his  mode  of  progression. 
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An  hour  later  there  came  another  knock  at  the 
clerks'  office,  and  a  black  face,  ^Aith  a  bonnet  and 
ribbons  of  bright  colours,  which  appeared  to  have 
neither  beginning  nor  end,  put  itself  into  the 
door. 

"  ]Mr.  Shearham  at  home,  gentlemen  ?  "  said  the 
thick  lips  belonging  to  the  ribbons. 

"  m  see  :  Jones,  just  see  if  ^Ir.  Shearham  can 
see  the  lady."  A  slight  titter  went  round  tlie  room 
while  Baba  examined  the  almanack  over  the  fire- 
place ;  but  Jones  returned  with  a  desire  that  Baba 
should  walk  in,  which  she  did.  She  carried  with 
her  a  black  silk  dress  severely  crinolined,  and  wore 
conspicuously  a  pair  of  very  new  white  cotton 
gloves.  Contrast  in  colour  is  not  always  de  hon 
gout. 

"  Ah !  my  good  lad}^,  sit  down  one  moment,  if 
you  please ;"  and  Mr.  Shearham  ran  his  eye  down 
another  side  of  a  parchment  paper  which  he  was 
reading  when  she  entered. 

"  And  now,  you're  come  for  your  money,  I  pre- 
sume?    In  a  minute."     The  lay^yer  rang  his  bell. 
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"  ;Mi'.  Jones,  be  good  enough  to  bring  me  the  box 
with  Madame  Eosenfels's  account.  Ten  pounds,  I 
think.  There,  ma'am ;"  and  he  handed  to  her  a 
clean  crisp  Bank  of  England  note;  "be  good 
enough  to  sign  that  receipt."  Baba  committed  to 
paper  some  hieroglyphics,  which  stood  for  her 
name ;  Shearham  locked  it  up  with  other  papers. 
'^  A  most  amiable  lady,  Madame  Rosenfels ;  I 
think  you  were  a  nurse  in  her  family  ?  "  Shear- 
ham  rubbed  his  hands,  as  if  the  woman  had  al- 
ready enjoyed  the  very  quintessence  of  happi- 
ness. 

"  Very  good  woman  indeed,  sare.  I  helped  her 
to  nurse  her  little  girls." 

^^Not  her  own.  I  think  she  never  had  any 
family  ?  "  inquisitively  asked  the  lawyer. 

"  No,  no ;  little  piccaninnies,  all  the  way  from 
Madras." 

"  A  generous,  kind-hearted  lady ;  and  doesn't 
forget  your  services." 

"  I  don't  forget ;  no,  I  never  shall."  I  think 
Baba's  mistake  was  intentional. 
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"  Forty  pounds  a  year ;  very  handsome,  very 
handsome  indeed." 

"  Oh  yes  ;  but  I  shall  want  a  little  more.  Poor 
old  father  out  in  India.  Madame  and  I  settle  all 
that."  Here  she  closed  her  eyes  and  rocked  her- 
self. 

"  I  hardly  think  Madame  Eosenfels  would  be 
justified  in  advancing  much  more  for  services  so 
long  passed."  That's  a  feeler,  thought  Shear - 
ham. 

"  Ah  !  she  don't  forget,  no  more  do  I.  I  think 
Madame  will  do  what  I  want." 

"  Well,  of  course,  we  shall  be  happy  to  arrange 
according  to  her  instructions.  Nice  day  for  the 
time  of  year  :  good  morning.  Mr.  Jones,"  and  the 
lawyer  rang  the  bell  again,  "  show  the  lady  out  ;'* 
as  the  door  closed,  he  resumed  his  occupation  with 
the  parchment.     "  That's  a  finisher  for  her." 

In   a  minute  or  two  he  started  up   and  solilo- 
quised :  "  I  don't  quite  understand  this  ;  how  much 
does  this  woman  know !     She  may  have  an  idea 
of   ^ladame's   defalcations.       No  one    gets    forty 
VOL.  II.  O 
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pounds  a  year  for  iiotliinn;.     I  almost  wish  I  had 
waited  a  little.     Too  precipitate,  too  precipitate ; 
always  was  where  women  are  concerned.     There 
may  be  something  behind,  which  I  know  nothing 
about.     There's  no  doubt  she's  been  using  some  of 
this  trust-money.     As   to  old  Fletcher,  he  never 
looked  after  it ;    and  Colville  is  worse   than  he. 
Parsons  are   the   stupidest   fellows  alive  in    such 
matters.     The  worst  of  it  is,  there's   no   getting 
over  them.     Mr.  Jones,  what's  that  black  woman's 
address  ?     Not  know  it !  then  you  ought  to  know 
it.     Pray  ascertain  for  me  directly."     Mr.  Jones 
shortly  returned.      "Thank  you,   that   will   do." 
What  should  she  know  about  trust-money  ?  India's 
a  curious  place !     What  has  Madame  been  about  ? 
One  never  knows   what's  been   sjoini]!;   on   there. 
Charming  woman,  though !      Nonsense,  can't  be. 
Carries  her  'pitcher  pretty  straight  to  the  well  and 
back  again,  PU  be  bound.     She's  a  nest-egg  some- 
where ;  but  what  she  gives  a  black  old  devil  like 
that  forty  pounds  a  year  for,  I  can't  tell.     We 
must  keep  an  eye  on  her,  at   all  events.     I  could 
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make  use  of  a  few  thousand  pounds  just  now ;  and 
I  think  Adelaide  Rosenfels  and  I  micrht  manaore  it 
together  pretty  welL  With  such  considerations, 
choked  off  for  the  time,  Mr.  Shearham  set  to  work 
on  his  will  case  ao;ain. 

One  word  of  explanation  here  may  serve  to 
render  this  part  of  Madame  Rosenfels's  conduct 
clear.  TVTien  Major  Carloss  died,  he  left  his 
daughter  to  the  care  of  Madame,  in  whom  he 
had  very  confidence;  desu'ing,  by  his  last  testa- 
ment, that  the  income  derivable  from  about  thirty 
thousand  pounds,  inclusive  of  her  previous  for- 
tune, invested  in  consols,  should  be  enjoyed 
by  his  daughter  Violet,  under  the  sole  guar- 
dianship of  that  lady,  until  her  twenty  -  fifth 
year.  But  he  also  devised  that,  in  the  event  of 
Violet's  marriage  before  that  time,  the  whole 
should  be  handed  over  to  her  husband,  and  that 
the  income  should  be  settled  upon  herself.  She 
was  to  have  no  power  over  the  capital,  which  was 
to  be  divided  at  her  death  between  her  surviving 
chUdi'en,  should  she  have  any ;  or,  in  the  event  of 
02 
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there  beinf]r  no  issue  of  the  marriaire,  it  -was  to 
revert  to  her  brother. 

A  private  letter  had  requested  Colville  to  in- 
terest himself  in  seeinij;  these  instructions  carried 
out.  Of  absolute  authority  it  gave  him  nothing. 
When  Major  Carloss  died  it  was  impossible  to  say 
what  suspicions  he  might  have  as  to  his  late  wife's 
conduct  or  the  paternity  of  his  daughter.  He  took 
care  that  the  family  honour  should  not  suffer  in 
his  hands  :  and  though  he  never  saw  Violet  again, 
he  dealt  with  her  interests,  in  a  pecuniary  point 
of  view,  accordingly. 

Madame  Eosenfels  had  been  tampering  with 
this  money. 

The  appearance  of  Colonel  Beauclerc  revived 
painful  recollections  :  for  Madame  had  been  the 
depositary  of  a  secret  at  the  death-bed  of  her 
friend  ^Irs.  Carloss,  which  affected  the  character 
of  that  lady.  Violet  Carloss  was  not  the  daughter 
of  her  husband.  Madame  Rosenfels  knew  her  not 
to  be  so.  She  had,  however,  one  virtue — fidelity 
to  the  memory  of  her  earliest  companion.     She 
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had  never  hinted  her  knowledge,  for  her  own  in- 
terests had  never  required  that  she  should  do  so. 
Now,  however,  it  was  becoming  very  profitable  to 
reveal.  There  might  be  a  necessity  for  such  a 
course  :  and  it  was  a  principle  with  Madame  never 
to  sacrifice  herself.  She  had  not  seen  the  Colonel 
in  India  after  his  unfortunate  visit  at  the  bunga- 
low. When  she  began  to  think  that  it  was  time 
to  make  known  to  him  his  interest  in  the  case, 
she  did  so,  delicately  but  unmistakably,  in  terms 
which  w^e  need  not  recapitulate.  Whatever  the 
facts,  from  the  date  of  that  disclosure  the  Colonel's 
views  for  Frank  and  Violet  took  a  new  and  de- 
cided direction  :  he  dallied  with  this  necessity  like 
a  coward,  but  he  never  doubted  it.  But  "sve  are 
anticipating. 
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CHAPTEE  X. 

HOSPITABLE   INTENTIONS  AT  LYIklMEESFIELD. 

Dixit,  et  in  mensam  laticum  labavit  honorcm. 

ViRG.     ^n.  II. 

Fkost  has  its  uses,  even  among  sportsmen.  It 
is  remarkably  convenient  for  duck-shooting  and 
love-making.  Colonel  Beauclerc  went  through 
his  season  manfully.  It  had  its  difficulties,  but, 
on  the  whole,  the  county  was  more  tolerant  than 
usual  of  a  man  who  spent  a  great  deal  of  his 
money  and  all  his  time  in  their  service.  Tlie 
more  a  man  pays  for  a  thing  the  more  he  values 
it.     Let   it  cost   him  nothin£r,  and  he  bcmns  to 
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accept  it  as  a  right,  and  to  regard  tlie  purveyor 
with  contempt.  Beauclerc  conquered  difficulties 
bv  never  seeino;  them  ;  and  his  external  iiood 
manners  and  liberal  views  made  him  blind  to  the 
possibility  of  having  given  offence,  even  when  he 
failed  to  conciliate  his  opponents. 

Sport,  too,  kept  him  well  up  to  the  mark,  or  he 
might  have  degenerated  into  misanthropy  at  Beau- 
vale.  His  hospitality,  perhaps,  would  have  saved 
him  from  this  ;  but  that  was  limited  by  want  of  a 
mistress  to  his  home.  Frank  was,  in  one  respect, 
worse  than  useless.  He  could  only  bring  men  to 
the  house,  and,  when  a  frost  came,  seemed  only 
too  glad  of  an  opportunity  to  get  away.  Never 
man  bore  such  disappointment  with  greater  equa- 
nimity than  Frank.  Much  as  he  loved  his  newly- 
discovered  father,  he  Avould  not  even  stay  to  play 
billiards  with  him. 

At  other  times,  it  is  but  just  to  say  that  he  did 
his  duty  in  the  field  and  out  of  it.  He  bought 
young]  horses  and  rode  them  :  bored  holes  in  the 
fences  for  his  father  when  he  wished  it ;  snapped 
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stiff  timber  for  the  doubtful ;  swung  open  the 
gates  for  the  old  f umblers  behind ;  blew  up  the 
young  gentlemen  in  front  with  a  gravity  and 
strength  of  politeness  which  commanded  imme- 
diate attention;  helped  to  conciliate  the  farmers, 
who  delighted  in  the  young  Squire,  and  was  ready 
to  help  his  father  in  any  emergency  when  Will 
Chase,  or  either  of  the  whips,  had  come  to  grief, 
which  was  not  often.  The  whole  institution  was 
on  another  footing  now^,  and  the  Beauvale  esta- 
blishment had  not  been  excelled  in  its  palmiest 
days,  or  in  the  recollection  of  the  oldest  in- 
habitant. 

But  when  it  froze — and  such  tilings  will  happen, 
even  in  England — then  Frank  thought  it  fair  to 
Violet  to  move  south ;  and  he  found  a  kind  friend 
and  a  pleasant  home  for  a  day  or  two  at  Harry 
Colville's,  at  Lymmersfield.  Thus  he  found  that, 
even  in  a  sporting  country,  frost  has  its  uses. 

Madame  Rosenfels  had  begun  to  thaw  as  the 
weather  got  harder  :  and,  as  her  intercourse,  occa- 
sional  only,  with  the  Colonel  increased,  she  too 
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thought,  perhaps,  that  a  mistress  was  wanted  at 
Beauvale.  At  all  events,  opposition  began  to 
cease ;  for,  as  she  soon  saw  that  the  Colonel's 
heart  was  most  easily  to  be  reached  through  his 
son,  she  ostensibly  facilitated  matters  between  the 
young  people.  She  may  have  speculated  on  her 
chance  somewhat  hastily ;  but  an  indulgent  critic 
will  excuse  her. 

There  are  men  who  unconsciously  make  love  to 
all  the  pretty  women  they  know  ;  and  Everard 
Beauclerc  was  one  of  them.  He  was  attentive  to 
everybody  of  the  weaker  (physically,  of  com'se) 
sex.  He  had  a  natural  and  irresistible  grace  in 
addressing  them  :  old  or  young,  ugly  or  handsome, 
a  woman  was  a  woman,  and,  as  such,  deserving  of 
especial  attention.  This  is  a  delightful  theory, 
and  abstractedly  a  just  one ;  but,  practically,  it 
will  not  always  hold  water.  He  always  fell  down 
the  ladder  a  step  or  two  on  the  wrong  side  of  it ; 
to  designing  persons  he  became  a  victim;  the 
weak  ones  were  compromised.  Madame  Rosenfels 
might  have   had  reason  for  her  surmises  —  most 
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likely  she  had.  She  was  quite  handsome  enough 
to  have  provoked  his  attentions,  and  not  likely  to 
have  repudiated  all  claim  to  their  sincerity. 
Madame  did  not  fall  in  love  with  him — she  was 
past  falling  in  love  at  all :  but  she  fell  in  love  with 
Beauvale,  its  master,  a  good  position,  and  the  eclat 
which  must  attend  the  fulfilment  of  her  wishes. 
She  really  liked  the  lawyer  almost  Letter;  for 
Madame  had  a  vulgar  mind,  althougli  an  acute 
one,  and  did  not  appreciate  the  Colonel  at  his 
real  value — that  is,  not  for  his  real  virtues.  So 
she  tempered  her  opposition;  and  by  the  end  of 
the  winter  she  talked  confidentially  to  Violet  and 
to  Frank  about  a  few  months  more,  and  then  the 
consummation  of  their  happiness.  But  she  never 
committed  herself  by  fixing  a  time.  With  the 
Colonel  himself  she  was  mysterious  as  ever. 

Her  fabric  was  cruelly  destroyed  by  one  simple 
expression  of  his  intentions  one  morning — almost 
the  only  time  he  ever  mentioned  the  subject  to 
her.  "  My  house  will  be  Frank's  whenever  or 
whomever    he    marries  ;    for   I   never  intend  to 
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many  again  :  so  the  sooner  lie  makes  up  his  mind, 
Madame  Rosenfels,  the  better  I  shall  be  pleased." 
His  manner  of  expressing  himself  was  usually  as 
suggestive  as  an  article  in  the  Times  newspaper; 
this  time  it  was  plain  and  simple  enough.  The 
lady  was  rather  taken  aback,  and  had  some  diffi- 
culty in  concealing  her  emotions.  She  did  con- 
ceal them,  however,  and  made  up  her  mind  at  once 
to  keep,  if  possible,  what  she  had,  rather  than  to 
cherish  vain  expectations  of  more. 

Frank  had  his  mouth  full  of  toast,  and  was  sub- 
mitting to  the  operation  of  a  final  adjustment  of 
the  strap  of  his  spur,  which  was  taking  place  at 
the  hall  door,  when  he  was  attracted  by  the  helper 
who  brought  up  his  hack. 

"Where's  Johnson  ?  "  said  Frank  to  the  man. 

"  Gone  on  with  one  of  the  gentlemen's  horses, 
sir.  Mr.  Forman  (the  stud-groom)  told  me  to 
come  round  with  yours."  Frank  lit  a  cigar,  and, 
while  he  was  doing  so,  tried  to  recollect  to  whom 
the  face  belonged. 

"  How  long  has  the  Colonel  been  gone  ?  " 
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"  Well,  I  don't  rightly  know,  sir.  I'm  strange 
to  the  place  :  but  three  gentlemen  rode  away  about 
five  minutes  before  you  came  out."  Frank  got  on 
his  hack,  which  was  a  little  impatient  at  standing 
so  long,  and,  taking  the  horse  by  the  curb,  can- 
tered gently  down  the  avenue  which  led  to  the 
lodge  gate.  He  caught  sight  of  his  father  in  the 
distance,  and  some  of  his  guests  :  but  his  father 
had  not  remarked  the  new  helper. 

As  he  changed  horses  at  the  gorse,  he  asked 
Johnson,  his  own  man,  who  the  new  comer  was. 
Johnson  only  knew  his  name  was  Parker ;  that  he 
was  an  old  soldier,  and  seemed  pretty  handy  about 
horses.  "  Heard  ]\Ir.  Forman  say  as  he'd  been 
in  Ingy." 

Frank  was  none  the  wiser  yet :  and  as  they 
found  a  flyer  upon  putting  the  hounds  into  the 
cover,  which  Avent  away  up  wind,  he  hadn't  much 
time  to  think  about  it. 

They'd  a  capital  day's  sport,  and  the  Colonel 
and  his  friends  rode  home  in  excellent  spirits. 
They  were  easing  their  horses  as  they  pulled  up  on 
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a  hard  road  after  a  most  accommodating  piece 
of  tiirf,  when  Frank  broke  the  silence  by  a  sudden 
exclamation  :  ^'  I  know  him  now !  " 

"  Then  I  hope  the  acquaintance  is  worth 
making,  old  fellow/'  said  Charlie  Rider,  who  was 
one  of  the  company. 

"  By  Jove  !  he's  the  fellow  that  fished  us  both 
out  of  the  lake  at  St.  Hilda's,  sir." 

"You  don't  say  so?"  replied  the  Colonel. 
"  Where  is  he  ?  "  looking  round  as  if  he  expected 
to  see  him  up  a  tree. 

"  Why,  in  your  stable,  sir,  I  hope.  I  left  him 
there  this  morning.  He  brought  my  hack  to  the 
door.  Johnson  says  he's  come  to  us  as  a  helper. 
He's  an  old  soldier  :  been  in  India." 

"  There  are  a  good  many  old  soldiers  about,  my 
boy ;  but,  if  he  pulled  you  out  of  the  water,  we'll 
make  him  welcome.  We'll  have  an  inspection  of 
cavalry  to-morrow.  I  want  to  show  Lord  Gorse- 
hampton  the  horse  that  won  the  steeple-chase,  and 
then  tumbled  head  over  heels  Avith  you." 

So  that  was  the  way  that  Jonas  Parker  passed 
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into  tlie  Beauclerc  service.  And  tlic  next  day  they 
inspected  the  cavahy,  as  it  was  a  non-lmnting  day ; 
and  Lord  Gorsehampton  admired  the  Don,  and 
Frank  Beauclerc  carried  off  the  new  helper,  and 
made  him  recount  his  history,  while  he  and  his 
father  smoked  a  cigar  in  one  of  the  saddle-rooms 
when  nobody  else  was  by.  You  may  be  sure  that 
Jonas  Parker,  though  he  worked  for  his  bread, 
had  an  easy  time  of  it  from  that  day  fortli. 

The  spring  was  coming,  and  Lymmersfield,  as 
usual,  looked  lovely.  It  was  always  gay  about 
that  time  of  the  year.  Lent  was  a  closed  season 
with  the  Lymmersfieldians,  for  they  were  a  very 
proper  set  of  people,  and  indulged  in  no  luxuries 
at  that  time  but  scandal.  The  Christmas  bills, 
too,  were  over — that  is,  with  those  who  intended 
to  pay  them — no  easy  matter  where  twopenny 
ribbon  was  always  threepence-halfpenny.  It  was 
an  euphemism  in  which  they  delighted.  Twopenny 
ribbon  !  Bless  and  save  us !  coppers  were  almost 
unknown  in  so  aristocratic  a  community.  Colville, 
however,  was  one  of  the  fortunate,  if  he  had  but 
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known  it.  Success,  I  suppose,  had  made  him  in- 
different :  and  he  hardlv  thought  of  his  good  for- 
tune in  his  freedom  from  debt.  Mrs.  Colville 
reminded  him  of  it. 

"  Harry,  I  think  we  must  give  a  little  dinner." 

"My  love,  we  do  give  a  little  dinner  every  day 
to  the  children." 

^'  Don't  be  stupid ;  you  know  what  I  mean." 

"  I  do,  Bessie ;  and  the  smaller  the  better. 
There's  Podgers  and  Tape." 

"  They're  paid  long  ago." 

"  And  that  dreadful  ready-money  man — Cheet- 
ham  and  Dunb}',  in  Tottenham-court-road.  I'm 
writing  this  article  for  him." 

"  Nonsense.  You  gave  me  a  cheque  for  them 
the  week  before  last." 

"  Well,  then,  let's  buy  a  watch  for  Kathleen," 
said  the  father,  mindful  of  the  baby. 

"  Use  hospitality,"  said  the  mother,  mindful  of 
the  Bible. 

"  Ah  I  that's  all  very  well.  Let's  use  somebody 
else's." 
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"I  tell  you,  Harry,  we  must  liave  a  dinner- 
party." It  was  a  good  time  to  open  fire,  for  he 
was  smoking  a  cigar,  and  the  houseliold  was  in 
bed ;  and  Ilariy  was  always  amenable  to  reason 
or  persuasion  (they  are  not  the  same)  at  that 
hour. 

14  "  You  can't  go  out  to  others  without  submitting 
to  the  inconvenience." 

"  Then,  Bessie,  that's  all  I  said :  it  is  an 
inconvenience." 

"  Never  mind ;  you  must  submit  to  it.  You 
owe  a  dinner,  my  dear." 

"  Owe  no  man  anything.  Whom  shall  we 
have?" 

"  The  Barringtons."  Even  Mrs.  Colville  had  a 
woman's  weakness. 

"  They  won't  come :  he  likes  forty-one  claret, 
and " 

"Thirty-four  port,"  said  the  lady,  who  seemed 
to  have  studied  his  tastes ;  for  it  was  strictly  true. 
"  They  never  refuse." 

"Not  when  we're  alone.  But  must  we  have 
the  village  ?  " 
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"There  are  the  Philberts."  Harry  Colville 
groaned.     Philbert  was  hea\y. 

"  I  can't  stand  that :  he  bought  a  brace  of 
pomters  yesterday." 

"  Xever  mind,  what  does  it  simiifv  ?  Then 
there  are  the  ]Mannings.  They're  so  kmd  to  the 
girls."  That's  the  way  to  a  mother's  heart.  Man- 
ning was  a  man  of  the  world. 

"  He's  collecting  subscriptions  for  an  afternoon 
service." 

"  And  quite  right  of  him  too.  He's  a  very  good 
man,  and  his  wife's  charming." 

"Then  let  us  give  him  the  money,  and  eat  a 
tough  beefsteak  as  usual." 

]\Irs.  Colville  got  up  and  pulled  her  husband's 
hair.  "Thank  you,  dear;  I  hope  you  have  the 
grey  ones." 

"  I  think  you  ought  to  ask  Leader :  he's  a  most 
amusing  person,  and  he  has  recommended  us  two 
pupils."     Business  and  pleasure  combined. 

"  Yes,  that's  true  :  but  one  has  gone  away 
without   paying,   you   know;   and  Leader   might 

VOL.  II.  P 
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tliink  we  wanted  him  to  recommend  some  more  on 
the  same  terais,"  said  Harry  Colville. 

''  Now,  Harry,  be  quiet.  I'm  joiner  to  have  a 
dinner.  One  must  do  this  sort  of  thing  now 
and  then ;  and  the  house  will  be  clear  next  week 
for  the  Easter  vacation."  A  gleam  of  satisfac- 
tion lit  up  the  parson's  face. 

"  Can't  we  go  away  too,  dear  ?  "  The  idea 
was  bright,  as  seen  through  the  smoke. 

"  Certainly  not  ;  so  that's  settled.  Besides, 
Frank  Beauclerc  comes  to-morrow." 

"  Very  good.  One  thing.  No  singing — only 
Violet  and  Alice.  If  anybody  else  begins,  I 
shall  sing  too."  This  was  an  infliction  long 
since  cured. 

"You  can't  ask  Violet  or  Alice  to  sing  with- 
out other  people.  "You'll  annoy  Miss  Green 
and  Mrs.  Philbert  if  you  do  :  besides,  what  can 
it  signify?" 

"It  signifies  a  great  deal.  They  all  sing  out 
of  tune ;  and,  if  Mrs.  Dufferling  is  coming,  she'll 
occupy  the  piano  for  the  night.     She   sang  five 
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songs  consecutively  at  Cliirrup's,  and  I  had  a  head- 
ache all  next  day." 

"  Because  you  would  eat  cucumber  and  drink 
Bui'gundy,  Avhich  always  disagrees  with  you."  I 
fear  there  was  some  truth  in  the  charge. 

"•  It  wasn't  the  Burgundy.  It  was  a  fine  con- 
tralto, as  Chirrup  called  it.  Promise  to  lose  the 
music-books  in  the  hall,  or  to  have  them  sent 
back  accidentally  in  the  flys,  or  I  won't  have 
a  dinner." 

"Well,  dear,  there  shan't  be  any  singing." 
And  jMrs.  Colville,  who  knew  the  advantage  of 
temporising,  kissed  her  husband,  and  left  him  to 
his  MS.  He  was  reviewing  a  book  on  the 
"  Claims  of  the  Chinese  to  the  Invention  of  Gun- 
powder, and  its  Connexion  with  the  Tea  of  that 
Xame,"    which    employed    him    till    two    in    the 

morning.    "  For  men  must  work,  and  women " 

Alas  !  It  was  quite  clear  that  the  dinner  was 
to  come  off:  but,  upon  my  word,  though  ^Irs. 
Colville  was  a  clever  woman,  Harry  was  right 
about  the  music. 

p2 
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Of  all  moderate  tilings,  moderately  bad  music 
is  the  worst.  For  all  general  conversation  to  be 
stopped  in  a  room,  and  one's  most  laboured  senti- 
ments to  be  conveyed  in  a  whisper  to  one  person, 
in  order  tliat  an  English  lady  may  sing  a  song  in 
a  language  she  docs  not  understand,  is  bad 
enougli  :  but  wlien  the  chances  are  much  in 
favour  of  her  doing  so  out  of  tune,  the  nuisance 
becomes  intolerable.  Then  comes  the  injudicious 
flattery  of  the  pretended  listeners,  and  the  smo- 
thered thanks  of  tlie  would-be  conversationalists, 
upon  which  "dear"  is  induced,  not  reluctantly, 
to  give  you  another  specimen  before  she  leaves  the 
piano ;  this  time  in  a  different  language  again, 
and  possibly,  grown  bolder,  still  more  out  of  tune. 
Then  two  musical  polyglots  double  tlie  discord, 
upon  the  principle,  and  without  the  success  of, 
a  couple  of  negatives  ;  and,  on  your  carriage 
being  announced,  you  find  that  your  best  things 
are  unsaid,  that  you  have  tliankc<l  everybody, 
feeling  grateful  to  none,  and  that  the  last  hour 
an  1  a  half  of  your  life  has  been  utterly  and  irre- 
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claim  ably  thrown  away.  Good  music  is  a  ques- 
tionable pleasure  instantly  after  those  of  the  table  ; 
bad  music  is  simply  detrimental  to  the  nervous 
system,  and  calculated  to  produce  irritation  of  the 
digestive  organs  at  a  time  when  they  require 
repose. 

Is  rational  conversation  so  rare  in  society,  or  so 
distasteful  to  English  ladies  and  gentlemen,  that  it 
must  be  supplanted  by  such  jingling  pretensions 
to  vocal  music  as  we  commonly  meet  with  in  a 
drawing-room?  Good  singing  is  a  great  treat, 
but  there's  a  time  for  all  tilings  ;  and  the  subdued 
buzz  of  husky  whisperings,  and  the  tinkling  of 
coffee-  or  tea-cups  and  spoons,  is  not  a  favourable 
opportunity  for  its  display. 

"  Do  you  sing  ?  "  inquires  the  sof tlj-smiling 
hostess  of  a  young  lady  fresh  from  a  finishing- 
school  at  Brighton. 

"  A  little,"  replies  the  hitherto  inoffensive  mem- 
ber of  society  ;  and  every  one  then  knows  what  to 
expect.  An  honest  man  would  say,  "Then  pray 
do  n  ot  sing  here  ;"  but  the  world  says,  "  Oh  !  that' 
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charmin<T:  ^vliat  Avould  you  like?     I  dare  say  we 
can  find  something." 

"Would  you  allow  your  servant  to  bring  my 
music  in?  I  left  it  in  the  hall."  Then  the 
doomed  crowd  listens,  eagerly  desirous  of  the  end. 
But  it  is  the  fashion  now  to  tell  a  story  in 
verse :  so  the  rich  lady  is  introduced,  and  the 
poor  page  :  and  the  lord  goes  to  the  wars  in  the 
third  verse,  and  progress  is  made  in  the  fourth: 
in  the  fifth  his  prophetic  soul  warns  him  to 
return,  which  he  invariably  does  in  pilgrim-guise  : 
in  the  sixth  the  guilty  couple  have  fled :  in  the 
seventh  the  lady  repents  and  returns,  which  the 
page  does  not :  and  in  the  eighth  and  last  she 
dies,  and,  happily  for  the  company,  the  family 
vault  is  called  into  requisition. 

"  Thank  you  !  thank  you  very  much  !  Charm- 
ing indeed  !  What  an  awful  voice  !  {sotto  voce). 
Will  you  allow  me  to  ring  for  my  carriage  ? 
Well,  of  all  the  confounded  nuisances,"  says  old 
Bloke,  as  he  throws  back  his  head  into  the  well- 
stuffed    brougham,    '^I   do    think    that    woman's 
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singing  is  tlie  greatest.  My  dear  Lady  Bloke, 
what  the  devil  made  you  thank  her  for  her 
song  ?  " 

"  Because  it  was  over,  my  dear :  I'm  sure  I 
was  glad  enough,  and  she  quite  deserved  the 
thanks  of  the  company.  There  were  four  more 
verses,  and  the  night  before  last  that  dreadful 
woman  Screamer  sang  'em  all." 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

WHAT  CAME  OF  A  LITTLE  DINNER. 

Infelix  !    operam  perclas. — IIoR.      Sat. 

"  Beauvale,  April  18. 

"My  dear  Mrs.  Colville, — I  am  sorry  to 
Isay  tliat  I  cannot  spend  next  week  witli  you 
as  I  proposed.  I  may  come  for  a  day  or  two, 
but  you  must  not  count  upon  me.  My  father 
looks  unwell.  His  spirits  are  low — so  different 
from  him  generally  —  and  altogether  he  seems 
put  out  about  something.  It  cannot  be  the 
hunting  :  for,  much  as  lie  likes  it,  he  has 
plenty  of  other  resources.  Cartilage,  who 
seems  to  be  a  A^ery  clever  fellow,   and  certainly 
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one  of  the  veiy  hardest  men  over  a  country  I 
ever  saw,  says  it's  liver ;  very  likely ;  but  he  never 
had  any  liver,  that  I  can  make  out,  before.  Al- 
together, I'm  puzzled  about  it.  At  any  rate,  I 
should  not  hke  to  leave  him,  for  he's  kinder  than 
ever.  Besides  all  this,  he  likes  society,  and  we 
must  have  somebody  here. 

''  T\"e  had  a  visit  from  Madame  Eosenfels  a 
fortnifrht  airo.  Strano^e  to  sav,  since  then  he  has 
said  nothing  about  the  wedding ;  but  I  fear  he  is 
disappointed  about  Yiolet,  and  thinks  I  ought  to 
have  married  a  woman  of  fashion.  The  dear  old 
governor  is  rather  in  that  line  himself,  though 
that's  the  fault  of  his  education  more  than  his 
disposition.  Tliere  never  was  such  a  father. 
He  has  asked  Lady  Evelyn  here  for  next  week 
^^'ith  old  Lady  Ashdale  and  Lord  Snaresborough, 
and  he  would  be  disappointed  if  I  were  away. 
I  believe,  if  I  was  to  marry  at  once,  he'd  forget 
all  about  Lady  Evelyn.  As  to  ^Madame,  it's  too 
bad.  She  has  done  nothing  but  throw  obstacles 
in   the  way.      I  shall  run  ud  and   see  Yiolet  on 
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Thursday  :  but  I  shall  return  on  Saturday,  if  you 
can  give  nie  a  bed  for  two  nights. 
"  My  kindest  regards  to  Mr.  Colvillc. 

"  Believe  me,  ever  sincerely  youi's, 

"  Feaxk  Beauclerc." 

This   letter   implied,   to   Mrs.    Colville's  mind, 
more  than  it  said :  and  so  she  told  her  husband. 
There  was  evidently  something  wrong. 
■     "  What    did   Madame    Itosenfels    do   dow-n  at 
Beauvale  ?  " 

"That's  just  what  Frank  wants  to  know,  my 
dear.  I  dare  say  she  had  made  up  her  mind  to 
look  at  Beauvale  before  she  accepted  Everard." 

"  There's  something  in  the  wind  which  we  don't 
nnderstand.  Do  you  think  the  property's  all 
right,  Harry  ?  because  it's  your  business  to  see." 

"  My  dear  Bessie  !  Come,  come — that's  rather 
too  good."  And  Harry  Colville  stared  at  his  wife, 
it  must  be  admitted,  with  a  less  confident  con- 
viction of  his  own  judgment  than  usual. 

"  Why  not  ?    !Slie  has  the  management  of  it. 
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She  and  that  lawyer.  AMio's  to  prevent  her 
maklnf:r  avv'av  with  it?  You  know  I've  no  lesjal 
power." 

"  Why,  Shearham,  of  course." 

Set  a  thief  to  catch  a  thief. 

"  By  JoA'e  I  what  nonsense  you  women  do 
talk  !"  and  Colville  got  more  angry  as  he  was 
conscious  to  himself  the  more  of  some  neglect. 
"  It's  scandalous.  The  woman's  a  very  good 
woman,  I  dare  say.  I'll  swear  you're  worse  a 
thousand  times  than  Mrs.  Philbert." 

"  If  Mrs.  Philbert  savs  nothino;  more  than  that, 
she's  a  very  sensible  woman." 

"Well,  I  don't  believe  a  word  about  it;"  but 
he  began  to  believe  a  word  about  it,  and  meant  to 
see  Shearham  the  first  time  he  went  to  London  : 
but  then  there  came  down  a  proposal  from  the 
new  Threepenny  Magazine,  asking  for  the  cele- 
brated article  on  Gunpowder  and  the  Chinese,  at 
one  guinea  a  page ;  so  he  postponed  his  visit  to 
Shearham,  as  usual.  He  was  a  terrible  hand  at 
postponing,   and  would  have  postponed  his  very 
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meals  if  lils  wife  had  not  been  there  to  cnvc  them 

o 

to  him. 

Such  was  the  state  of  things  at  Beauvale  and 
at  Lymmersfield.  The  Colonel  was  certainly  not 
himself.  A  gloom  had  been  hanging  over  him 
since  the  visit  of  Madame  Rosenfels — a  visit  un- 
solicited, but  of  some  importance,  as  appeared 
from  Colonel  Beauclerc's  manner.  She  returned 
to  her  cottage  at  Lymmersfield,  and  had  a  con- 
versation or  two  with  her  j^rote^/ee. 

"  At  all  events,  I  should  not  enter  a  family," 
said  she  to  Violet,  "  where  I  was  not  to  be  re- 
ceived witli  open  arms.  Believe  me,  the  Colonel 
has  other  views  for  his  son." 

"  I  should  like  to  hear  that  from  Frank  himself, 
aunt.  When  the  time  comes  I  shall  have  pride 
enough,  I  dare  say.  Whatever  the  Coloners 
views  may  be,  I  have  no  distrust  of  Frank,  nor 
can  I  understand  yours." 

"  I  do  my  duty  in  giving  you  the  best  counsel." 

"  And  I  exercise  mi/  right  in  refusing  to  follow 
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"  Frank,  my  boy,"  said  the  Colonel,  after  Lady 
Evelyn's  famous  visit,  "  have  you  well  considered 
matters  about  your  engagement  ?  Don't  let  it  take 
place  at  present.  After  all,  you  are  but  young  to 
begin  the  responsibilities  of  life." 

^'  Older  than  you  were,  my  dear  father,"  said 
Frank,  without  hesitation. 

"You  may  not  be  so  fortunate  as  I,  Frank." 
The  Colonel  was  too  much  of  a  gentleman  to 
have  said  anything  else,  whatever  he  might  have 
felt.     "  The  Ashdales  have  been  most  kind  to  us, 

and  his  interest  in  the  county " 

"  My  dear  father,  I  am  just  as  capable  of  the 
responsibility  of  managing  one  wife  as  another. 
I'm  sure  you  would  not  have  me  barter  my  truth 
and  my  happiness  for  such  a  mess  of  pottage  as  the 
county." 

"  There,  then,  my  boy !  Not  a  word  more. 
God  forgive  me.  Let's  go  for  a  ride.  Ring  the 
bell,  and  send  ^lonsieur  for  my  cheroots :  the 
case  is  on  my  dressing-table." 

Then  they  took  a  ride,  and  the  Colonel   was 
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cheerful  for  half  an  hour,  gloomy  and  despondent 
at  times,  but  always  more  affectionate  than  ever. 
Frank  could  not  make  it  out  at  all.  The  fact  is, 
the  Colonel  was  a  coward — morally  a  coward. 
He  knew  that  Frank  must  not  marry  Violet,  but 
he  dared  not  tell  him  so. 

Frank  Beauclerc  was  one  of  those  decided  cha- 
racters, that  if  he  once  got  an  idea  into  his  head 
which  appeared  not  only  practicable  but  likely  to 
lead  to  good  results,  invariably  acted  upon  it 
sooner  or  later.  He  did  so  in  everything.  If  a 
fence  proved  to  be  practicable,  he  always  had  it  : 
but  he  never  stood  looking,  as  so  many  of  my 
acquaintances,  and  after  losing  some  time  in  irre- 
solution, finally  turned  away. 

He  had  a  firm  conviction  that  Madame  Eosen- 
fels  was  playing  him  false  for  some  purpose  of  her 
own.  He  had  no  idea  for  what ;  but  there  might 
be  half  a  dozen  reasons.  To  marry  Violet  to 
some  one  of  her  own  friends  or  acquaintances 
who  would  prove  a  more  pliant  tool  than  himself. 
To  keep  her  income  for  herself  until  slic  married 
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again — more  unlikely  tilings  had  happened  than 
that.  Or  that  jealousy  by  which  women  of  small 
minds  are  sometimes  governed  in  thwarting  others. 
He  was  quite  sure  of  his  father's  affection  for 
him ;  though  he  believed  he  was  desirous  of 
showing  it  in  a  different  way  from  that  which 
seemed  good  to  himself.  This  fact  rather  urged 
him  to  give  the  Colonel  no  time  for  remonstrance, 
but  to  do  Tvdiat  he  certainly  knew  to  be  right  by 
Yiolet,  and  thought  to  be  expedient.  He  could 
not  understand  his  father's  temper ;  so  good,  so 
generous,  so  affectionate ;  and  now  so  despondent, 
so  gloomy!  and  all  at  the  loss  of  a  little  county 
position,  nothing  more.  He  could  not  under- 
stand it. 

When  Frank  came  to  Lymmersfield,  he  saw 
Violet  Carloss;  but  Madame  Rosenfels  managed 
to  be  out  of  the  wa}'.  He  did  not  care  parti- 
cularly about  that. 

When  Violet  came  over  afterwards  to  see  her 
friend,  she  threw  herself  into  the  arms  of  Alice 
and  be^an  to  crv.     Thino-s  were  evidently  comuiir 
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to  a  crisis.  Tlicy  always  are  when  tlie  floods 
rise.  But  her  late  conversations  with  Frank  had 
been  trying  ones,  and  were  not  without  their 
results,  as  we  sliall  see. 

"  Alice,  darling,  I  cannot  bear  it.  I  thought 
we  were  to  be  happy,  and  now " 

"And  wdiat  does  the  Colonel  say  to  it  all?" 
asked  Alice,  stemming  the  torrent. 

"  Nothing.  Frank  says  that  it  is  all  right  :  that 
his  father  has  been  only  tormented  by  aunt,  and 
that  he  will  take  me  straight  to  Beauvale,  and  all 
will  be  well :"  and  then  she  besjan  aejain  to  sob  in 
her  friend's  arms. 

"  And  you  mean  to  trust  him  ?  "  This  was  said 
after  a  long  pause. 

"  Griffin  :  you've  never  loved  anybody."  The 
Griffin  shut  her  lips  closely,  and  her  eyes  mois- 
tened. "  At  least  not  Frank.  I'd  trust  him  if 
he  hadn't  a  friend  in  the  world  or  a  coat  to  his 
back.  I'd  lay  down  my  life  for  him  to-day,  if  it 
would  serve  him  ;  and  some  day  or  other  I'll  have 
you  at  Beauvale  to  show  you  how  well  he  de- 
served it." 


WHAT  CAME  OF  A  LITTLE  DIXXER.  225 

Alice  Colville  put  lier  arm  round  lier  friend's 
neck,  and  kissed  lier,  dropping  a  tear  or  two 
(Heaven  knows  why !  for  she  never  told  any 
one),  and  walked  her  off  to  the  solitude  of  the 
other  end  of  the  garden.  They  were  far  from 
everybody,  and  enjoyed  their  low  spirits  amazingly. 
They  remained  there  till  the  fragrant  air,  loaded 
with  the  bird's-eye  or  cut  Cavendish  of  her 
father's  pupils,  warned  Alice  that  the  afternoon's 
lecture  was  over,  and  that  the  garden  was  no 
longer  their  own. 

This  happened  a  week  or  two  before  the  con- 
versation which  exposed  so  shamefully  the  notions 
of  Colville  and  his  wife  on  the  pleasures  of  re- 
ceiving company.  "  Request  the  pleasure."  Why 
not  "  trouble  and  expense " — to  be  sure,  that 
would  be  true,  and  therefore  wrong.  For  "  truth 
lies  at  the  bottom  of  a  well,"  and  it  seems  to  be 
one  which  we  are  always  deepening. 

"  Barrincrton,  will  vou  be  so  c:ood  as  to  take  in 
Mrs.  Colville ;  Twigg,  Mrs.  Manning ;  Mv.  Man- 
ning,  Madame  Rosenfels,  &c.  &c.     Leader,  I'm 
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sorry  I've  no  lady  for  you ;  but  Miss  Carloss  lias 
disappointed  us.  Notliing  very  serious,  I  hope, 
Madame;"  and  witli  that  the  company  were 
seated. 

Shade  of  the  immortal  Walker!  I  mean  not 
the  twopenny  postman,  but  Thomas  Walker, 
M.A.,  author  of  the  original,  all  hail!  tell  us 
why  poor  people  are  all  for  elaborate  dinners. 
W^iat  has  become  of  the  little  bit  of  fish,  the 
four-year-old  mutton,  well  hung^  the  true  Faler- 
nian,  the  real  original  bottle  of  port  wine, 
"  Consuls  Planco,"  when  good  old  George  was 
king  ?  Ah,  ah !  what  has  become  of  it  indeed ! 
Drowned  in  the  Sea  of  Azof,  or  left  to  starve 
on  the  banks  of  the  Neva :  a  "  diner  a  la  Russet 
Train  oil  and  seaweed.  There's  a  salad.  But  if 
men  will  dine  a  la  Eusse,  what  is  that  to  a  man 
with  the  digestion  of  an  ostrich  ?  Truly  nothing. 
What  one  eats  or  what  one  drinks  is  only  a 
matter  of  digestion.  But  all  men  like  elbow- 
room.  Why  am  I,  lord  and  master  of  my  esta- 
blishment,  to  be  pressed  and  hot-pressed  (indeed 
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tlie  very  suggestion  is  an  insult  to  one  that  lives 
by  liis  parchments),  one  of  twelve  in  a  room 
intended  for  six.  That's  a  real  grievance,  and  such 
a  grievance  is  always  a  comfort.  "  JMy  dear,  we 
must  have  a  dinner."  There's  many  a  rich  man 
would  give  the  whole  of  his  dinner  for  your  w^isli. 
Why  am  I  to  eat  cold  vegetables,  six  of  them, 
when  I  prefer  one  hot  at  home — sit  milii  mensa 
tripes — ^with  a  clean  table-cloth  and  a  hot  mutton- 
chop  ?  Must  I  drink  those  various  whines,  now  for 
the  first  time  to  be  tasted  for  many  months  ?  The 
sherry,  sweetish,  and  drawn  from  the  cask.  The 
port,  well !  a  little  cloudy,  good  wane,  but  not  in 
conditioji.  The  claret ;  ah !  they  will  give  claret 
now-a-days — there's  a  good  deal  of  ^li\  Gladstone's 
recommendation  in  daily  use.  And  for  the  cham- 
pagne. Well,  I  like  mine  dry  and  still,  and 
exceedingly  good;  and  I  only  get  it  so  occa- 
sionally. Why  should  Davus  smell  of  the'  stable, 
excepting  that  he  lives  there,  and  is  only  ordered 
out  on  state  occasions ;  that  is,  when  we  have 
friends  to  dinner.  Am  I,  as  I  am  told,  morose, 
q2 
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if  I  object  to  tills  arrangement,  and  prefer  to  dine 
at  home;    unless  I  can   enjoy  the  hospitality   of 

my  kind  hosts  the  Duke  of  A ,  the  Marquis  of 

B ,  and  C.  C.  C,  Esq.,  M.P.,  and  a  millionnaire 

Avith  sixteen  quarterings  ?  Yes,  I  am.  It  behoves 
me  to  be  sociable  and  affable,  and  to  promote 
happiness  and  hospitality,  as  I  find  it — preferring, 
indeed,  the  good,  but  not  casting  the  bad  away. 

Colville  and  his  wife  were  not  without  discern- 
ment. They  knew  all  this,  and  were  in  their  gene- 
ration perhaps  wiser  than  I. 

"  Have  you  a  house  yet,  Lady  Clara  ?  " 

"  Captain  Barrington  will  not  go  to  town  this 
season.  He  can't  afford  it,  and  means  to  take  me 
to  his  mother's  for  three  weeks  or  a  month." 

"  I'm  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  HaiTy  Colville ;  "  we 
shall  have  you  down  here  for  the  best  part  of  our 
season:  you've  never  seen  Lymmersfield  at  its 
best." 

"  Extraordinary  horse,"  says  Philbert ;  "  never 
saw  such  a  horse  in  my  life."  Nobody  paid  any 
attention  to  this  announcement  but  Barrliioton,  to 
whom  it  was  addressed.     "Very   useful,  I   dare 


WHAT  CAME  OF  A  LITTLE  DINNER.  229 

say,"  -uhicli  was  the  highest  meed  of  praise  his 
politeness  could  accord  to  a  half-bred  hunter. 
However,  it  answered  its  purpose  and  delighted 
Philbert.  The  first  gentleman  in  England  could 
have  done  no  more,  and  the  last  would  have  done 
no  less. 

"  Charming  singer  indeed  is  that  bor,  and  as  to 
the  anthem,  it  was  most  beautifully  rendered,"  said 
Mr.  Manning,  who  was  bent  upon  the  introduction 
of  a  full  choral  service  with  its  appendages. 

"  Charming  indeed,"  replied  Madame  Eosenfels, 
who  was  considered  a  judge  in  virtue  of  her  Ger- 
man extraction,  "  but  a  little  out  of  tinier 

"  Out  of  time  !  "  exclaimed  Manning,  who  was  a 
professed  judge  of  .  everything,  from  a  turreted 
frigate  to  a  patent  corkscrew. 

"  Well,  not  exactly,"  said  the  lady,  "  but  the  two 
boys  were  singing,  the  greater  part  of  the  time,  in 
different  keys."  It  was  quite  true,  but  then  the 
truth  ought  to  have  been  suppressed  in  deference 
to  a  good  man's  feelings. 

"  Have  you  heard  of  Beauclerc  lately,  Colville  ?  " 
said  Barrington ;  the  ladies  had  left  the  room,  not 
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without  difficulty.  They  most  of  them  lived  in  small 
houses,  but  their  crinolines  had  been  taken  from 
the  patterns  of  those  who  lived  in  large  ones.  The 
fire-irons  were  pulled  out  of  the  fender ;  no  further 
accident  happened  till  they  reached  the  drawing- 
room,  and  then  Mrs.  Colville's  little  dog  disap- 
peared altogether.  Mrs.  Philbert's  dress  had 
utterly  annihilated  him. 

"  Frank  was  to  have  been  here  this  week.  They'd 
a  capital  season,  and  most  promising  prospects  for 
next.  The  Colonel's  a  great  favourite  with  the 
farmers,  and  they  do  talk  of  Frank  for  the 
county." 

"  Capital  man,  I  should  say  :"  replied  Planning. 
"  Good  staunch  churchman." 

"  All  the  Ashdale  interest,"  said  Leader,  "  though 
the  Keform  talk  of  a  man  of  their  own,  "who'll 
fight  him  hard  on  the  six-pound  franchise." 

"  Quite  out  of  the  question,  I  should  say.  They 
want  some  fresh  blood  there." 

"  Tell  me,  Colvillc,"  said  Philbert,  "  is  it  true 
that  it's  all  off  in  a  certain  quarter.  They  say  that 
the  thing's  quite  broken  off  :  in  fact,  I  heard  that 
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Frank  Beauclerc  hadn't  behaved  very  well,  and 
that  he  was  engaged  to  Lady  Evelyn.  My  Grand- 
father, you  know,  and  the  old  Lord  Ashdale " 

"  Certainly  not.  Impossible  that  Frank  could 
have  behaved  ill :  and  I  certainly  never  heard  of 
his  change  of  intentions." 

"  Ah,  well,  you  know,  of  course ;  I  don't ;  only 
that's  what  I  hoard.  Old  Lady  Drummond,  who 
is  a  second  cousin  of  my  wife's  uncle,  was  mention- 
ing it  the  other  day.  Li  fact,  they  say  that  the 
Colonel  won't  have  it." 

"More  wine,  Barrington ;  take  a  glass  of 
sherry  ?  "  said  Colville. 

"  Thank  you,  half  a  glass ;  where  did  you  get 
it  ?  It's  very  good,"  and  so  they  swamped  Phil- 
bert's  revelations.  AA^ien  coffee  came  in,  he  was 
engaged  in  an  animated  discussion  about  his  new 
purchase  with  a  man  who  had  not  an  idea  beyond 
the  Chanceiy  bar  and  the  Saturday  Revieic,  In 
due  time  they  joined  the  ladies. 

Philbert  knew  as  much  of  music  as  a  pig,  and 
cared  less  about  it.  His  wife  had  not  a  conception 
of  the  difference  between  "  Ah,   te  o    cara"   and 
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"  She  was  as  beautiful  as  a  butterfly."  Barrlngton 
went  to  the  Opera  vmcler  the  strongest  compulsion, 
and  Manning  was  no  judge  of  anything  beyond  a 
penitential  psalm.  Colville  was,  perhaps,  the  only 
man  in  the  room  who  knew  a  ballad  from  a  bra- 
vura.    Yet  they  would  have  some  music. 

Philbert  leant  against  the  piano,  and  the  "  new 
grey  horse"  being  quite  worn  out,  he  felt  obliged  to 
say  something. 

"  Will  any  lady  favour  us  with  a  little  music, 
Mi's.  Colville  r' 

"  Thank  you,  perhaps  Miss  Green  (Philbert's 
niece,  who  sang  with  a  thin  attenuated  voice, 
which  was  painfully  suggestive  of  a  stilletto)  will 
favour  us  with  a  song." 

"  Oh,  really — hem — hem — Mrs.  Colville,  you're 
very  kind,  but  you  see,  I've  a  little — hem — hem 
—  sore  throat.  I  really  don't  know  —  hem  — 
whether " 

"  I'm  sorry  to  hear  that,"  rejoined  the  lady  of 
the  house.  Ever  mindful  of  Hariy  Colville's  ire, 
and  not  anxious  to  do  more  than  her  duty. 
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"  I  left  my  book  in  the  hall,"  said  Miss  Green, 
not  anxious  to  miss  a  chance,  and  regardless  of  in- 
cipient diphtheria.  Just  then  Lady  Clara  Barring- 
ton  came  to  the  rescue. 

"  Mrs.  Colville,  as  Miss  Carloss  is  not  here,  per- 
haps Alice  would  sing  us  one  of  her  little  comic 
sono-s.  I  do  so  delicrht  in  some  of  them.  What's 
that  about — 

A  brick  feU  down 
And  hit  him  on  the — head." 

And  here  there  was  a  call  for  Alice  Colville,  but 
Alice  was  not  in  the  room  :  and  it  was  just  dis- 
covered that  she  never  had  been  in  the  room. 

Her  sisters  were  not  yet  out.  Her  brothers  were 
all  at  school.  Alice  herself  had  relinquished  her 
place  at  the  dinner-table,  out  of  pure  good  nature, 
to  give  more  room  to  her  father  and  his  guests  : 
and  was  to  have  appeared  in  white  muslin  and 
cherry  colours  with  the  coffee,  a  pretty  mixture  ! 
to  assist  in  keeping  the  company  awake.  There 
were  none  of  them  asleep  yet,  and  she  had  not  been 
in  the  room.     Mrs.   Colville   ranc^   the  bell,  and 
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inquired  for  her  daughter.  "Meantime  Mrs. 
Dufferlino;  would  be  kind  enouMi  to  favour  the 
company." 

She  had  a  large  unmanageable  contralto  voice, 
•svith  no  music  in  her.  She  had  been  badly  taught 
by  a  professional  humbug.  Oh  dear,  oh  dear, 
imagine  the  dreadful  noise,  the  result  of  self-confi- 
dence and  an  unmitigated  contralto.  Happy  acci- 
dent, it  was  loud  enough  to  permit  of  limited  con- 
versation. But  the  song  ended,  and  Alice  had  not 
made  her  appearance  yet. 

"  Please,  ma'am,  you're  wanted,"  said  the  butler, 
mysteriously,  and  Mrs.  Colville  slipt  out  of  the 
room.     She  was  met  by  the  young  ladies'-maid. 

"  Where's  Miss  Colville  ?  "     The  G;irl  beo;an  to 
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cry. 

"  Indeed,  ma'am,  I  don't  know." 

"  Don't  know  ?  Nonsense.  She's  gone  over  to 
Miss  Carloss,  most  likely.  And  Mrs.  Colville,  in 
her  goodness  of  heart,  began  to  think  that  Violet 
had  sent  for  her,  being  worse.  "  Send  over  the 
boy  directly." 


"  Please,  ma'am,"  said  the  girl,  who  between  an 
innate  sense  of  danger  and  fear  of  her  mistress, 
kept  a  corner  of  her  apron  in  her  eye.  "  I  found 
this  note  on  her  dressing-table.  I  think  it's  directed 
to  yon." 

]\Irs.  Colville  took  the  note  from  the  girl's  hand, 
and  by  the  light  of  the  hall-lamp  she  read  it. 
"  That  will  do,  Anne ;  it's  all  right,  you  need  not 
send  the  boy."  She  waited  a  moment  to  recover 
herself,  and  returned  to  her  guests.  And  shortly 
after  her  guests  took  their  departure.  They  all 
ao;reed  that  it  was  a  charminss;  dinner :  and  Pliil- 
bert  has  since  changed  his  opinion  of  Barrington, 
and  speaks  of  him  as  an  intimate  friend. 

As  soon  as  they  were  gone,  IMrs.  Coh'ille 
showed  the  note  to  her  husband.  He  went  at  once 
to  Madame  Eosenfels,  whom  he  found  deploring 
the  flight  of  Yiolet.  The  two  were  gone  together. 
We  shall  see  for  what  purpose,  and  how  they 
fared. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

PRELIMINARY   TO   A   RASH   STEP. 

The  effect  of  judgment 
Is  oft  the  cause  of  fear.  SiiAKEsrEAPwE. 

There  is  nothing  so  dangerous  as  an  eccentric 
young  Avoman.  This  character  may  be  adopted 
by  ladies  of  a  certain  age,  and  is  often  found  to 
answer  its  purpose,  by  obtaining  a  false  reputation 
for  talent.  AYith  a  girl  it  is  fatal.  Independance 
is  not  for  women,  by  the  laws  of  nature,  at  any 
period  of  life ;  but  for  an  unmarried  girl  to  affect 
indifference  or  opposition  to  the  convenances  of 
society  is  worse  than  a  fault.    It  encourages  vanity 
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and  gives  hardness  of  tone  to  her  natural  graces. 
It  leavens  the  whole  lumj). 

The  Griffin  was  very  clever,  very  good,  very 
affectionate.  She  hated  injustice,  was  courageous, 
and  single-minded ;  but  she  was  eccentric.  She 
loved  to  be  called,  and  to  think  herself  indepen- 
dant  of  the  forms  of  society ;  and  if  she  did  what 
she  thought  right,  cared  very  little  how  it  was 
done.  She  had  clear  resolute  notions  of  right  and 
wrong :  she  would  not  have  done  wrong  with  her 
eyes  open  ;  but  she  preferred  utter  blindness  to 
conventional  guidance.  In  the  present  instance, 
with  the  best  intentions,  she  brought  her  friend  to 
grief. 

She  took  what  she  was  pleased  to  consider  a 
good  broad  view  of  most  things.  She  chose  to 
imagine  that  Violet  Carloss  had  been  ill-used  in 
the  matter  of  her  engagement.  She  believed  that 
she  ought  to  be  married  to  Frank  Beauclerc,  and 
she  determined  not  only  to  aid  her  in  disobeying 
Madame  Rosenfels,  but  to  persuade  her  that  she 
might  do  so  with  impunity.  Insubordination  meets 
with  its  reward. 
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"  What :  wait  for  lier  explanations — nonsense. 
It's  my  belief  that  you're  not  safe  Avitli  her,  she 
only  wants  your  money." 

"  She's  very  welcome  to  it,"  said  the  innocence 
of  nineteen  in  love. 

"Welcome  to  it.  Violet,  don't  provoke  me. 
lK.ee])  your  money,  and  the  sooner  you  get  it  the 
better.  If  Frank  Beauclerc  wants  to  marry  you, 
don't  let  him  have  to  ask  a  second  time." 

The  counsel  was  pleasant  and  acceptable,  but  it 
frightened  Violet's  notions  of  propriety.  She  was 
accustomed  to  have  her  own  way,  but  she  got  it  in 
so  different  a  manner.  Hers  was  a  persuasive 
violence :  a  petulant  obstinacy,  and  a  resistless 
shower,  wdiich  was  sure  to  be  followed  by  sunshine. 
If  she  could  not  blow  the  cloak  from  off  your 
back,  she  warmed  you  into  laying  it  aside.  At 
first  she  was  alarmed.  But  at  last  she  became 
familiarised  with  the  idea  of  a  marriage :  a  clan- 
destine affair,  without  bridesmaids,  roses,  cham- 
pagne, or  white  favours.  Once  over,  she  should 
be  so  happy  with  Frank  ;  and  she  knew  he  would 
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make  it  all  riglit  for  her.  Frank  could  do  no 
WTono;.  This  idea  oTew  a  little.  When  the  Colonel 
treated  her  to  the  cold  shoulder  she  became  a  little 
obstinate  about  it.  And  Alice  Carloss  was  such  a 
clever  girl:  everybody  said  so,  and  everybody 
must  be  right. 

Besides  all  this,  there  was  a  stronger  obstacle  to 
contend  with  :  Frank's  will ;  wdiicli  was  partly  the 
offspring  of  his  character,  partly  of  his  love.  How 
tenderly  he  watched  her  from  a  distance,  while  he 
performed  all  kind  offices  for  his  father  or  his 
guests.  His  thoughts  w^ere  never  absent  from  the 
cottage  at  Lymmersfield ;  and  the  sense  of  the 
unjust  persecution,  that  Violet  was  undergoing, 
was  ever  before  him. 

Colonel  Beauclerc  believed  that  lie  was  fulfilhng 
the  highest  parental  duty  in  throwing  Frank  in 
the  way  of  Lady  Evelyn  Ashdale.  In  his  way 
nobody  could  more  desire  the  happiness  of  his  son ; 
and  he  liad  no  idea  of  tlie  strong  feelings  which 
urged  Frank  in  an  opposite  and  impossible  com'se. 
The  lady  herself  was  gentle,  unembarrassed,  and 
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predisposed  to  like,  witliout  loving,  her  good-looking 
cousin  ;  and  he,  with  too  much  good  sense  to  resent 
what  was  a  misapprehension  of  his  father,  was 
always  attentive,  and  even  demonstrative,  as  far 
as  tliosQ  pet  Us  solns  extend,  wliicli  such  a  person 
has  a  right  to  expect,  and  sometimes  exacts.  He 
liked  her  so  much,  indeed,  that  he  was  not  far 
from  making  of  her  a  confidante.  The  position 
would  have  presented  a  danger  to  some  persons, 
but  not  to  Frank,  or  to  Lady  Evelyn. 

Still  the  position  was  one  of  great  restraint  and 
disquietude ;  and  only  in  his  knowledge  of  his 
father's  real  affection  for  him  did  he  lose  sight  of 
his  mistaken  views.  He  felt  fully  convinced  that 
nothino;  remained  for  him  and  for  Violet  but 
marriage,  which  would  at  least  remoA'e  any  further 
opposition  on  the  part  of  Madame,  or  any  miscon- 
ception of  his  resolve  on  the  part  of  his  father. 
With  this  sense  he  had  urged  upon  her  the  neces- 
sity, for  he  was  too  honest  to  call  it  the  propriety 
of  such  a  step ;  and  he  triumphed  over  her 
scruples  almost  as  much  by  conviction  as  by  per- 
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suasion,  tliougli  tlie  time   it  took  ratlier  implied 
the  latter  as  the  principle  of  action. 

So  at  last  the  time  did  come,  and  Violet  left 
her  home.  There  was  great  temptation  to  set 
Madame  Rosenfels's  caprice  at  defiance.  Her 
brother  too,  Keglnald,  gave  way  to  Frank's  argu- 
ments, and  havino;  found  Madame  exacting  and 
incomprehensible  in  her  objections,  agreed  to 
countenance  the  opposition,  and  argue  the  matter 
after  it  was  done.  "When  the  Griffin  went  off 
with  Violet  by  the  9'30  train  to  London,  she  had 
had  a  crreat  deal  to  do  with  the  orf]^anisation  of 
the  plan. 

At  seven  o'clock  on  a  rather  cold,  drizzling,  un- 
propitious  morning,  the  day  after  the  little  dinner 
at  Lymmersfield,  two  young  ladies  di-essed  them- 
selves plainly,  but  handsomely,  in  a  comfortable 
room  near  Kensington  Gardens,  at  the  Oxford - 
street  end.  One  of  them  cried,  and  then  laughed 
a  little,  and  then  took  the  tea,  which  her  com- 
panion was  making,  as  she  went  in  and  out  of 
the    sitting-room  for   that   purpose.      They  were 
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242    THE  BEAUCLERCS,  FATHER  AND  SON". 

evidently  pressed  for  time.  The  liouse  in  which 
they  were  was  a  well-furnished,  comfortable  habi- 
tation. It  was  kept  by  a  widow,  and  had  served 
the  purpose  of  lodgings  for  Frank  Beauclerc  on 
occasional  visits  to  town.  He  was  obliged  to  trust 
somebody,  and  he  thought  ]\Irs.  Peppercorn  as 
trustworthy  as,  and  more  respectable  than,  most 
people.     She  proved  worthy  of  his  confidence. 

As  the  clock  struck  eight  an  unpretending 
brougham,  manifestly  engaged  for  that  especial 
occasion,  drew  up  within  three  doors  of  IMi's.  Pep- 
percorn's lodgings.  There  stept  out  of  it  an  old 
acquaintance  of  ours.  Captain  Reginald  Carloss, 
looking  as  handsome  and  insouciant  as  usual.  I 
think  a  marriage  or  an  execution  would  have 
been  about  the  same  thing  to  the  Captain.  There 
was  very  little  mistrust  on  his  face.  Indeed,  he 
seemed  to  think  that  his  situation  required  very- 
little  consideration,  and  that  his  o\vn  was  the 
normal  condition  of  cavalry  officers  about  that 
time  in  the  morning. 

Giving  some  directions  to  the  coachman,  who 
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was  evidently  not  an  officer's  servant,  but  engaged 
for  tlie  same  special  service  as  the  brougliam,  he 
walked  deliberately  to  the  door  of  the  widow's 
house,  and  rang  the  bell.  The  ladies  were  ready, 
and  met  him  outside  of  the  drawing-room. 

"  Good  morning,  IMiss  Carloss  :  I  hope  you  were 
comfortable,  and  that  Violet  has  made  a  good 
breakfast,  as  well  as  yourself." 

"Violet  took  her  brother's  arm  and  hurried 
down-stairs  mthout  a  word.  The  Captain  gave 
way,  but  was  plainly  incapable  of  sympathising 
in  this  feminine  delicacy.  The  Griffin  was  a  grand 
support  to  her  friend,  and  brought  up  the  rear. 
She  saw  that  words  were  of  little  use,  and  she 
had  never  carried  a  smelling-bottle.  What  could 
a  woman  want  with  salts,  except  to  make  her  eyes 
water ;  and  now  there  was  no  necessity  for  that. 
If  the  descent  of  a  rain-drop  was  a  good 
omen,  Violet  ought  to  have  been  happy  for  life. 
"  'rj  pavLs  ^e!3r]K€"  says  Aristophaues. 

"  Stop  at  the  corner  of  street,  and  wait 

for  me,"  said  he  to  the  coachman. 
r2 
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The  brougham  started,  and  the  Captain  jumped 
into  a  hansom  tliat  was  passing.  There  was  very 
little  else  in  the  street  at  the  time. 

On  his  road  he  was  joined  by  his  friend,  the 
expectant  lover — Frank  Beauclerc  looked  grave, 
graver  than  usual.  He  had  had  to  fight  with  a 
prejudice  in  favour  of  his  father's  permission; 
and  had  had  some  difficulty  in  conquering  it. 
Having  made  up  his  mind,  however,  he  would 
have  walked  throuo-h  fire  and  water  in  such  a 
cause.     He  had  been  sorely  tried. 

As  tliey  drove  through  the  grey-looking  morn- 
ing, he  wondered  how  his  father  would  look  when 
he  took  home  his  new  daughter  to  him,  as  he  fully 
intended  to  do  that  very  night. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  young  man  stopt  their 
cab  and  dismissed  it.  They  found  the  brougham 
at  the  corner  of  the  street  in  which  they  had 
desired  it  to  stop,  and  all  four  resumed  their 
journey  on  foot.  Violet  tremljlcd  from  head  to 
foot — fortunately  St.  David's  was  close  at  hand, 
and  she  had  her  brothers  arm. 
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"  Alice,  you  don't  repent  tlie  aid  you  liave  given 
us  in  this  step  ?  "  said  Beauclerc. 

"  God  knows  not :  if  it  bring  happiness  to 
Violet,  and — and — to  you." 

There  was  a  little  hesitation  of  voice  and 
manner,  and  her  face  was  very  pale ;  but  Frank 
was  not  likely  to  see  it  at  that  moment,  and  a  girl 
in  spectacles !  dear  me !  how  little  romance  there 
is  in  them  to  be  sure. 

"And  do  you  doubt  it?"  rejoined  he,  absorbed 
in  his  own  feelings. 

"Not  for  a  moment.  It  is  far  the  best  and 
wisest  thing  to  do,  and  might  have  been  counselled 
by  a  Solon.  It  would  never  do  for  parents  to 
recommend  the  course  we  are  adopting ;  but  I'm 
sure  mine  would  approve  of  it,  if  it  Avere  once 
done."  She  was  too  truthful  to  say  that  they 
would  have  approved  of  it  before;  but  she  sin- 
cerely believed  in  their  approbation  hereafter.  It 
was  very  like  successful  treason,  to  be  judged  by 
the  result.  Perhaps  Frank  knew  as  much  about 
their  opinions  as  she. 
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"  Poor  girl/'  ^^'^^  Frank  Beauclerc,  almost  vui- 
consciouslj. 

"Are  you  thinking  of  Violet,  Frank?  Why, 
poor  girl  ?  Could  there  be  a  greater  happiness  in 
this  world,  do  you  thiidv,  than  the  prospect  held 
out  to  her  to-day.  She  thinks  so,  at  any  rate. 
Poor  girl !  Indeed.  What  is  it  ?  She  has  incuiTed 
the  displeasure  of  a  protectress,  who  has  loved  her 
less  than  all  the  world  beside ;  who  has  controlled 
her  fortune,  and  who  would  have  continued  to  do 
so,  but  for  the  step  which  you  are  taking;  and 
for  what  ?  To  live  with  the  man  of  her  choice, 
to  whom  she  is  bound  by  gratitude  as  well  as  love, 
to  help  in  making  happy  the  long  remainder  of 
your  life,  to  be  your  pleasure  and  your  pride,  and 
then  you  talk  about  ^  poor  girl!'  because  she  is 
taking  a  step  which  sets  at  defiance  some  stupid 
notions  of  propriety,  which " 

Her  face  was  not  pale  now ;  and  as  she  stopped 
in  the  midst  of  her  excitement,  she  turned  away 
her  head,  alarmed  at  her  own  vehemence. 

"  And  your  own  mother,  Alice?" 
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"  My  mother  loves  her  as  much  as  she  loves  me, 
and  will  give  her  a  heartier  welcome  as  your  wife 
than  she  has  ever  given  her  before ;  but  here  we 
are  at  St.  Da\dd's." 

"  Yes ;  we  must  follow  Eeginald,  straight  along 
Turnbull-street,  and  to  the  vestry  door  at  the  back. 
That  handsome  portico  and  flight  of  broad  steps 
is  reserved  for  the  state  occasions.  If  I'd  married 
Lady  Evelyn,  you  know,  we  might  have  had  all 
that." 

"Thank  God  you  did  not,  nor  lady  anybody 
else,  if  you  didn't  love  them  better  than  Yiolet. 
If  you  do,  God  help  you  both." 

"  Amen,"  said  Frank,  solemnly,  "  I  think  you 
know  better." 

St.  David's  Church,  Bellingham-square,  is  the 
church  of  the  AYest-end  of  the  metropolis.  Of 
course  we  speak  of  the  church  as  we  speak  of  four 
thousand  people  in  the  world.  It  was  pre-eminently 
the  manying  church  of  the  London  world.  There 
was  the  back  door  by  the  vestry  for  an  early  and 
mysterious  admission  of  a  happy  couple  like  ours 
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■\vitli  a  Avitness  or  two,  and  a  license,  the  clerk  per- 
forming the  office  of  best  man,  a  sorrowful  father, 
as  the  case  might  be,  and  the  curate  tying  them 
up  in  the  dull  morning.  There  were  the  noble 
steps  and  portico  for  the  unhapjoy  or  indifferent, 
with  bouquets,  and  coachmen  and  footmen  with 
red  breeches  and  bag-wigs,  twelve  bridesmaids, 
a  commanding  papa,  a  gratified  mamma,  a 
very  tearful  bride,  a  frightfully  wealthy  bride- 
groom, and  a  beneficent  bishop,  assisted  by  the 
bride's  uncle,  the  venerable  the  archdeacon,  and 
the  rector;  and  they  none  of  them  saw  young 
Terry  Bell  (the  fourth  and  penniless  son  of  Lord 
Blunderbore)  late  of  the  heavies,  and  now  of  the 
heaviest,  peeping  round  the  corner,  for  a  last  look 
of  the  girl  that  had  better  have  run  away  with 
him  before  marriage  than  after  it,  at  all  events. 
What  marvellous  stories  that  flat-roofed,  gallery- 
pressed,  conventicle-looking  house,  as  much  like 
an  Anglican  church  as  it  is  like  one  of  the  py- 
ramids, could  tell,  if  indeed  the  stones  of  the 
temple  could  ciy  out.     What  a  glorious  place  is 
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that  altar  for  a  sacrifice — yes,  a  sacrifice  of  all  tlie 
best  and  purest  feelings  to  INIammon  !  What  in- 
congruities it  has  assimilated,  Avhat  inconsistencies 
it  has  rectified  !  The  old  and  young,  the  rich  and 
poor,  the  straight  and  the  crooked,  even  the  high- 
born and  the  low-born,  have  tossed  up  for  happi- 
ness in  its  presence,  great  odds  on  one  side,  and 
heads  or  tails  have  had  to  pocket  the  total  and 
divide  it  evenly  between  them.  The  real  romance 
of  life  is  just  beginning.  Excuse  the  digression  ; 
but  being  a  married  man  myself  I  could  go  on  for 
ever ;  and  pray  don't  imagine  that  my  view  of 
romance  embraces  the  sickly  fancies  of  boys  and 
girls ;  to  it  belong  all  the  giants,  windmills,  and 
obstacles  which  send  a  hero  out  to  fight  his  best 
battles. 

One  quarter  of  an  hour  before  Reginald  Carloss 
and  his  sister  ascended  the  little  vestry  steps  of 
St.  David's,  that  sanctuary  had  been  invaded  by  a 
lady  in  black,  accompanied  by  a  black  lady.  They 
were  no  others  than  Madame  Rosenfels  and  Baba. 
It  is  not  difficult  to  account  for  this ;  for  although 
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there  were  other  churches  to  which  the  lady 
and  gentleman  in  question  might  have  gone,  there 
were  reasons  for  selecting  this,  even  beyond  the 
secresy  which  belongs  to  universal  adoption. 

At  eleven  o'clock  on  the  previous  night  Harry 
Colville  handed  Madame  Rosenfels  out  of  a  first- 
class  carriage  on   the platform.      The   first 

object  was  an  inquiy  from  the  police.  Fortuately 
the  inspector  was  close  at  hand,  and  knowing  Col- 
ville from  his  frequent  use  of  the  line,  he  civilly 
touched  his  hat.     He  drew  him  on  one  side. 

"Mr.  Sharp,  have  you  seen  two  young  ladies 
from  my  house  or  village  on  your  platform  this 
evening."  Mr.  Sharp  pricked  up  his  ears  and 
touched  his  hat  again,  but  answered,  "  No,  I  have 
not,"  Avithout  any  appearance  of  emotion.  This 
excessive  coolness  is  always  provoking  to  the  agi- 
tated party  who  puts  the  question,  and  so  Colville 
found  it. 

"  Nobody  from  Lymmersfield  ?  "  repeating  his 
question  in  a  different  form. 

"  I  didn't  say  that,  sir,"  this  was  another  pro- 
voking defence,  so  he  attacked  more  vigorously. 
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"  Then  what  m  the  name  of  fortune -"  here 

Cohdlle  stopped,  for  he  remembered  that  con- 
cihation  with  Inspector  Sharp  was  the  most  efficient 
weapon.  He  was  wrong,  however:  for  the  in- 
spector was  a  model  inspector,  and  above  the  in- 
firmities of  a  bereaved  parent. 

"  I  said  I  had  not  seen  two  joung  hidies  from 
yonr  house."  Then  Mr.  Sharp  recollected  that 
mercy  became  a  great  man,  and  added  benignantly, 
"  I  saw  a  gent  this  morning  as  used  to  be  at  your 
house,  and  is  often  at  Lymmersfield  now.  I 
mean  Mr.  Beauclerc.  The  Captain,  sh',  you'll 
excuse  me,  we  used  to  call  him." 

"  You  did,  and  where  ?  On  this  line  ?  "  Colville 
was  not  seriously  alarmed  at  his  daughter's  absence, 
as  he  had  ascertained  enough  from  her  note  to 
know  that  it  was  for  Violet  that  she  had  left  her 
home.  Frank  Beauclerc,  as  he  expected,  was  a 
clue  to  the  mxystery. 

"  I've  seen  him  on  the  line  several  times,  sir," 
said  Inspector  Sharp,  putting  his  hand  into  the 
breast  of  his  coat,  ''  but,  begging  yom-  pardon,  sir, 
it  was  not  on  the  line  that  I  saw  him  this  morning. 
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It  Avas  close  by  St.  David's,  Bellingliam-sqnare. 
Indeed,  lie  was  coming  from  the  house  of  the 
parish  clerk,  where  I  had  been  about  the  keys  of 
the  engine-house,  and " 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Colvillc,  who  was  not  long 
in  making  up  his  mind  what  to  do ;  and  he  joined 
Madame  Rosenfels. 

"  You  know  the  utmost  of  the  danger.  It  is  as 
I  fancied.  Violet  is  in  town,  I  have  no  doubt, 
and  with  my  daughter  ;  but  I  have  no  idea  where, 
and  doubtless  with  the  intention  of  being  married 
early  to-morrow  morning,"  and  he  detailed  his  own 
suspicions  and  the  conversation  he  had  had  with 
Inspector  Sharp. 

^'With  your  daughter.  Then  she  has  urged 
her  to  this  step,"  said  Madame,  trembling  with 
passion  and  anxiety. 

"  No,  I  don't  think  that.  Violet  would  not  have 
consulted  me  or  my  wife,  still  less  yourself.  To 
whom  was  she  likely  to  go  ?  " 

"  She  has  a  brother,  at  all  events,"  said  Madame, 
with  some  acerbity. 
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"  We  don't  know  that  lie  has  not  been  consulted." 

"  Impossible  ;  lie  never  would  liave  allowed  it." 
Sbe  certainly  was  very  wroth  at  her  travelling 
companion's  apparent  indifference;  and  well  she 
might  be. 

"  That  depends  entirely  on  the  view  he  took  of 
his  sister's  chance  of  happiness." 

*^  There  is  no  happiness  in  disobedience.  But  as 
you  seem  satisfied,  Mr.  Colville,  I  presume  you  will 
return  by  the  late  train.  Perhaps  you  will  call  me 
a  cab?" 

"No,  Madame,  I  shall  see  you  in  safety  to 
Baba's  house,  who,  you  say,  will  give  you  or  find 
you  a  room  for  to-night.  To-morrow  morning, 
early,  I  shall  see  Frank  Beauclerc,  and  communi- 
cate with  you ;  though,  if  I  know  anything  of  him 
he  will  not  easily  be  turned  from  his  purpose.  He 
believes  in  some  improper  infiuence  having  been 
used  with  his  father,  and  fancies  that  he  has 
taken  the  shortest  and  most  certain  method  to 
counteract  it." 

It  was  dark  enough  in  the  cab  as  they  shuffled 
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along,  or  ]Madame's  face  might  not  have  looked  the 
pleasanter  for  this  brief  announcement. 

Baba  found  a  comfortable  room  for  Madame 
Rosenfels  in  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of  her 
own  house,  over  a  respectable  chemist's,  which  was, 
fortunately,  still  open.  By  daylight  the  next 
morning  she  Avas  in  communication  with  an  in- 
telligent policeman;  and,  armed  with  all  the  in- 
formation which  Colville  had  acquired  the  night 
before,  knew  quite  enough  to  fix  the  site  and  time 
of  the  intended  marriage,  even  before  she  heard 
from  him  the  result  of  his  interview. 

Early  as  it  was  that  he  sought  him,  Frank  Beau- 
clerc  was  up  and  dressed.  The  young  man  almost 
smiled  when  he  saw  his  old  tutor,  for  he  knew  too 
well  the  errand  on  which  he  w^as  come. 

Colville  remonstrated.  "The  injustice  done  to 
the  girl  by  such  a  mysterious  disappearance,"  "  no 
such  thing — nobody  can  knoAV  it  till  she's  at  home, 
installed  at  Beauvale,  as  the  mistress  of  tne  house." 
^'  Your  father's  disappointment." 

"  I  would  give  much  to  save  him  one  ;  but  once 
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there  lie  will  feel  none.  He  has  been  tampered 
with — some  infernal  machinery,  I  beg  your  pardon, 
has  been  set  on  foot  to  make  him  ^Tetched.  At 
all  events  the  first  consideration  is  Violet,  in  two 
hour's  time,  I  trust,  her  anxieties  and  doubts  will 
be  at  rest.  I'm  sorry  you  found  us  out  before  it 
was  all  over.  I  know  you  and  your  wife,  who 
have  always  been  my  best  friends,  would  not  have 
counselled  this ;  but  my  mind  was  made  up,  and 
discussion  was  useless."  Here  Frank  tied  his 
neckcloth,  and  put  the  finishing  touch  to  his 
whiskers  and  moustaches,  with  as  much  coolness  as 
if  he  were  dressino;  for  Rotten  Row.  "  You  know 
her  brother  is  here,  and  has  consented  to  give  her 
away.  Poor  girl !  she  had  a  hard  fight  with  him  ; 
but  Violet  always  has  her  way,  when  it  comes  to 
tears,  and  always  will,  I  suppose,  till  she's  mar- 
ried," added  he,  with  a  laugh,  putting  on  a  neat 
white  waistcoat,  and  ringing  the  bell,  which  was 
answered  by  Jonas  Parker ;  he  had  been  raised 
from  the  stable  to  be  Frank's  own  man;  body 
servant  and  factotum  to  the  heir  of  Beauvale. 
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It  was  quite  useless  to  talk  any  more.  Frank 
and  Violet  were  both  rather  headstrong,  and  Alice 
Colville  had  made  matters  worse,  that  was  all. 
So  Colville  went  back  to  Baba's,  and  having  found 
Madame,  told  her  what  her  unaided  powers  had 
already  discovered  as  to  the  "  when  and  the 
where." 

"  It's  useless  to  attempt  to  stop  it,  Madame ;  I 
wish  you  had  made  the  best  of  it  when  you  had 
the  opportunity.  Now  it's  too  late.  However,  a 
nine  days'  wonder  is  but  a  nine  days'  wonder 
after  all." 

"  It  must  be  stopped,  and  it  shall  be  stopped  !  " 
said  IMadame,  in  reply,  as  she  rose  from  her  seat, 
and  Colville  took  his  leave  to  go  down  by  the 
early  train.  If  they  had  really  run  away,  instead 
of  having  walked  away,  it  is  possible  that  no  one 
might  have  been  the  wiser,  until  the  knot  was  in- 
dissolubly  tied. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

THE  HASH  STEP  TAKEN. 

Tdfjios  ayafios. — Soph. 

When  tlie  bridal  party  entered  the  vestiy,  tliey 
saw  the  pew-opener  in  a  black  silk  coal-scuttle, 
which  she  called  a  bonnet,  and  which,  from  our  ex- 
perience, must  go  with  the  situation;  the  clerk, 
mth  whom  Frank  had  conferred  the  day  before ; 
and  the  cui'ate,  who  looked  shy,  cold,  irresolute, 
and  pale. 

The  officiating  clergyman  was  young,  and  suffer- 
ing from  an  undigested  breakfast.  His  present 
task  was  in  the  abstract  distasteful  to  him ;  and 

VOL.  II.  S 
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the  rector  took  the  fees.  He  had  his  hands  on,  hut 
his  surpHce  hung  on  a  chair  by  the  ahnost  empty 
grate.  He  was  of  the  unmistakably  rubrical  school. 
He  was  still  veiy  young ;  and  but  for  his  peculiar 
views  on  matrimony,  or  the  celibacy  of  the  clergy, 
might  be  said  to  be  on  his  preferment  in  more 
senses  than  one.  He  had  encouraged  an  almost 
impossible  at-his-time-of-life  tendency  to  baldness 
on  the  very  centre  of  his  head,  which  reflected 
credit  on  the  peruquier :  he  spoke  and  moved  with 
canonical  precision,  and  carried  his  hands  usually 
in  front  of  him,  like  a  chafing-dish  of  which  he 
was  rather  afraid.  He  was  exceedingly  perpen- 
dicular on  the  present  occasion,  though  he  had  a 
general  tendency  to  flexibility  of  backbone.  A 
little  down  decorated  his  upper  lip  and  chin. 

"  The  parties  to  be  married,  Mr.  Simcox  ?  "  said 
he  to  the  clerk,  at  the  same  time  motioning  with 
one  hand  to  the  surplice,  and  with  the  other  to  the 
chairs.  lSli\  Simcox  walked  towards  the  curate, 
and  did  that  part  of  his  duty,  and  the  }'oung  man 
again  folded  his  hands,   and  looked  very  like  a 
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portrait  by  Holbein.  ^Ir.  Simcox  tlien  turned  to 
the  register,  wliicli,  according  to  custom,  lie  was 
about  to  fill  up  from  tlie  license  wliicli  had  been 
handed  to  him.  ^'Perhaps  that  ceremony  had 
better  be  defeiTed,  Mr.  Simcox,  until  after  the 
ceremony.*' 

lSh\  Simcox  stared,  and  said,  ''  Certainly,  sii*,  if 
you  wish  it.'' 

The  curate  was  evidently  not  comfortable  ;  and, 
to  say  the  truth,  he  was  rather  taken  aback  by 
meeting  with  persons  who,  by  appearance  and 
manner,  ought  to  have  come  in  at  the  front  door. 
And  then  he  would  not  have  had  the  trouble  or 
the  pleasm'e,  as  the  case  may  be. 

The  clerk  and  the  pew-opener  then  preceded  the 
quartette,  most  prominently  engaged  in  the  per- 
formance, and  the  officiating  clerg^Tnan  followed 
in  the  most  orthodox  manner,  giving  a  hurried 
glance  at  the  sheep-pens  with  which  the  interior  of 
St.  Da\ad's  is  decorated.  There  was,  however, 
nobody  apparent  to  interrupt  the  stillness  and  mo- 
notony of  one  of  the  most  beautiful  serdces  of  om- 
s2 


260    THE  BEAUCLERCS,  FATHER  AND  SOX. 

cliurcli ;  so  he  proceeded  to  the  inside  of  the  altar 
rails,  and  took  his  place  as  usual. 

The  preliminaries  were  gone  through.  The 
bride  and  bridegroom  were  placed  as  they  should 
stand  for  the  important  ceremony.  Already  had 
the  priest  addressed  the  brethren,  who  were  repre- 
sented by  the  empty  benches  which  belonged  to 
them  on  one  day  of  the  week,  as  to  tlie  purport  of 
their  gathering,  the  mystical  nature  of  their  union, 
and  the  discreet,  reverend,  and  sober  object  of  this 
enterprise.  Then  he  essayed  to  finish  his  exhorta- 
tion, and  said,  "Thirdly,  it  was  ordained  for  the 
mutual  society,  help,  and  comfort  that  the  one 
ought  to  have  of  the  other,  both  in  prosperity  and 
in  adversity :  into  which  holy  estate  these  two 
persons  present  come  now  to  be  joined.  Therefore" 
— and  the  tone  smote  solemnly  on  the  ear  of  Frank 
Beauclerc,  who  had  not  forgotten  his  interview 
with  Colville — "  if  any  man  can  show  any  just 
cause  why  they  may  not  lawfully  be  joined  to- 
gether, let  him  now  speak,  or  else  hereafter  for 
ever  hold  his  peace." 
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"  Just  cause,"  thought  Frank,  "  ridiculous ! " 
Thouoht  travels  fast,  and  he  had  in  that  second  of 
time  got  beyond  this  :  far  beyond  it.  He  was 
traversing  sj)ace  and  peopling  the  space  with 
happy  faces,  the  Colvilles,  the  Ashdales,  his  neigh- 
bours, and,  foremost  in  the  picture,  his  own  father, 
when  he  heard,  or  thought  he  heard,  a  rustle,  and 
the  opening  of  a  pew  door  behind  him.  He  turned, 
the  priest  stopped,  and  Madame  Eosenfels  ad- 
vanced into  the  aisle. 

"  I  forbid  the  banns."  Saying  which,  she  stood 
where  she  was,  and  watched  the  effect  of  her  un- 
expected interference. 

*'  ]Mi\  Simcox :  be  good  enough  to  inform  the 
lady  that  these  are  not  banns ;  but  if  she  wishes  to 
forbid  the  ceremony,  she  must  confer  with  me  in 
the  vestry."     The  clergyman  passed  out. 

"  Do  me  the  favour  to  excuse  this  unusual  inter- 
ruption." And  Madame  walked  proudly  and  de- 
fiantly up  the  aisle,  and  followed  him  into  the 
vestry. 

"Would  the  parties  do  me  the  favoiu'  to  step 
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this  way  ?  "  said  ^Ir.  Simcox,  returning  and  repeat- 
ing deliberately  the  words  of  his  superior.  At  that 
moment  the  attention  of  the  parties  was  occupied 
by  Violet  Carloss,  who,  unable  to  comprehend 
fully  the  situation  in  which  she  was  placed,  burst 
into  tears,  and,  covering  her  face  with  her  hands, 
sank  down  upon  the  altar  rails,  sobbing  as  if  her 
heart  would  break.  She  dreaded  an  indistinct 
danger,  it  was  difficult  to  say  what,  and  still  clung 
tenaciously  to  the  hand  of  her  lover. 

Gently  freeing  himself  from  her  grasp,  and 
leaving  her  in  the  hands  of  Alice  Colville  and  the 
pew-opener,  Frank  made  his  way  sternly  towards 
the  vestry,  followed  by  Reginald  Carloss. 

Here  he  found  the  curate  and  Madame.  The 
former  glaring  through  his  spectacles,  and  as 
canonical  in  his  coolness  as  ever :  the  latter  by 
turns  pale  and  red,  and  looking  first  at  the  young 
clergyman,  and  then  at  Frank  Beauclerc.  She 
wore  a  dogged  determined  air,  not  unmarked  by 
some  sort  of  triumph.  Mr.  Simcox  retired  into  a 
small  ante-room,  where  he  listened  attentively. 
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"This  lady  has  forbidden  me  to  proceed  with 
the  ceremony.  She  proposed  to  do  so,  I  under- 
stand, to  my  clerk  this  morning  :  but  the  whole 
thing  being  quite  inconsistent  with  the  rubrical 
directions,  I  was  compelled  to  decline  accepting 
her  prohibition  in  private." 

So  this  rubrical  etiquette  was  the  reason  why 
his  poor  bride's  feelings  had  not  been  spared.  He 
was  inclined  to  choke  the  canonical  stickler  with 
his  own  elaborate  neckcloth.  It  was  of  tlie  newest 
and  narrowest  pattern. 

"  May  I  ask  on  what  grounds  ?  "  Frank  was 
polite,  considering  the  annoyance  and  unnecessary 
delay,  as  he  imagined  it  to  be. 

"  The  yomig  lady  is  not  of  age,  as  I  hear ; 
and  this  lady  claims  to  be  her  guardian,"  replied 
the  young  clergyman. 

^'  I,  sir,  am  her  l^rother — her  only  brother — and 
therefore  her  natural  protector :  I  accompanied 
j\Ir.  Beauclerc  to  Doctors'  Commons " 

Madame  arose,  and,  with  quivering  lips,  inquired 
of  Captain  Carloss  by  what  right  he  had  usurped 
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her  authority.  "I,  sir,  am  this  lady's  guardian, 
and  I  refuse  my  sanction  to  the  marriage,"  added 
she,  turning  to  the  curate. 

"  And  I,  sir,  insist  upon  its  completion.  I  am 
the  brother  of  this  lady,  and  Mr.  Beauclerc  is  my 
friend." 

This  Avas  a  tolerable  dilemma  for  a  young 
gentleman,  who  had  never  yet  been  called  upon  to 
decide  anything  more  important  than  whether  it 
would  be  right  for  the  quire  to  be  dressed  in 
surplices,  whether  the  afternoon  prayers  might 
legally  be  called  vespers,  whether  it  was  rubrical 
to  preach  in  a  gown  or  surplice,  and  whether  the 
Psalms  had  been  sung  or  said  in  the  days  of  St. 
Dunstan. 

He  looked  hopelessly  at  the  brother,  then  at  the 
guardian,  and  felt  very  like  an  ass — between  two 
bundles  of  hay.  He  was  relieved  from  his  chlemma 
by  INIadame  Eosenfels,  who  requested  permission 
to  speak  to  Mr.  Beauclerc  in  private,  as  she  be- 
lieved she  could  show  him  "just  cause"  for  the 
postponement  of  the  mamage.  ,  ]\Ir.  Simcox  was 
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recalled,  and  the  vacant  room  ^vas  placed  at  the 
disposal  of  the  lady  and  gentleman. 

Xo  great  time  elapsed  before  the  door  of  the 
smaller  chamber,  and  which  was  only  used  for 
hanging  up  surplices,  hoods,  and  other  things  con- 
nected with  the  service  of  the  chui'ch,  opened,  and 
^Madame  Eosenfels  and  Frank  Beauclerc  returned 
to  the  vestry. 

Those  who  had  seen  Frank  five  minutes  before 
would  have  been  struck  with  the  change,  not  only 
of  colour',  but  of  enth'e  expression  in  his  face.  His 
cheek  had  become  grey  rather  than  white,  which  is 
wont  to  happen  when  men  struggle  manfully 
against  the  detection  of  weakness.  The  features, 
however,  wore  an  expression  of  some  incredulity, 
mmgled  with  a  hopelessness  wdiich  is  terrible  in  all, 
most  so  in  the  strong  and  young.  As  he  looked 
round  he  saw  Violet,  who  sat  with  the  veil  of  her 
bonnet  drawn  closely  over  her  face,  and  resting 
her  head  upon  Alice  Colville's  shoulder.  He  was 
advancing  at  once  towards  her,  when  he  stopped 
suddenly,  and  seeing  the  clergyman  still  standing 
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where  lie  was,  he  said,  in  a  clear,  hard  voice,  as  if 
speaking  with  effort,  "  I  beg  your  pardon  for  the 
trouble  you  have  had,  but  your  services  will  not  be 
required  to-day.     This  lady  has  convinced  me." 

The  person  who  looked  more  profoundly  sur- 
prised than  the  rest  at  this  speech  w^as  Reginald 
Carloss.  He  said  nothing,  however,  for  the  pre- 
sent ;  while  the  clerfrvman,  who  certainlv  miojht  be 
forgiven  for  a  little  awkwardness  not  uncommon  to 
his  cloth,  hurriedly  unrobed  himself. 

"  My  clerk  will  afford  you  any  assistance  you 
may  want  :  ah — haw — um — yes,  very  sorry  in- 
deed ;  water  in  the  next  room "     Whether  to 

drink,  or  for  purposes  of  ablution,  he  did  not  say  ; 
but  with  this  rather  incoherent  speech  he  left  the 
church.  The  clerk  and  the  pew-opener  had  the 
decency  to  busy  themselves  in  the  small  cupboard, 
and  Frank  came  farther  into  the  room. 

"  Violet ! "  and  he  constrained  his  voice  to  a 
rather  dry  precise  tone ;  it  was  usually  authori- 
tative, but  round  and  musical  ;  to  her  it  was  soft 
and  soothing  above  all  things,  and  now  scarcely 
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above  a  whisper — '•  Yiolet !  Violet  clear !  do  you 
hear  me  ? "  She  heard  him  ;  every  note,  every 
cadence  of  his  voice  struck  her  ear.  '^  I  am 
going  to  leave  you :  pray  forgive  me  the  pain  I 
have  caused  you !  I  am  going  at  once  to  my 
father's :  before  I  return  the  mysteiy  -which  sur- 
rounds this  business  shall  be  cleared  up." 

He  walked  slowly  up  to  her,  took  her  hand  in 
his,  and  stooped  in  almost  a  fatherly  manner,  but 
with  none  of  the  warmth  of  a  lo^er,  to  kiss  her 
forehead,  which  he  did  deliberately,  parting  the 
hair,  which  had  become  dishevelled  in  her  agita- 
tion, with  either  hand.  As  he  turned  on  his  heel, 
the  compression  of  his  lips  and  the  quivering  of  his 
nostril  was  painful  enough  to  see.  At  the  same 
moment  Violet,  who  had  endured  his  caress  rather 
than  permitted  it,  rose  from  her  seat,  and  clung  to 
his  arm. 

She  made  no  violent  effort  :  the  tears  rolled 
silently  from  those  large  fond  eyes,  and  she  said 
almost  in  a  whisper,  though  it  was  hoarse  and  sad, 
"  Frank,    I  trust  vou.     I  am  sure   it  will  come 
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right,  but  it's  hard  to  bear.  Write  Svhen  you  get 
home.  I  shall  be  patient,  as  long  as  I  believe  you 
love  me." 

"  Eeginald,  I  must  ask  you  to  see  to  Miss  Col- 
ville's  safety  as  well  as  Violet's  :  I  ^vill  leave  my 
brougham  at  their  service  and  yours.  I  shall  go 
at  once  to  Beauvale  ;  I  could  not  leave  the  matter 
in  better  hands  than  in  yours."  In  two  minutes 
more  he  was  pacing  the  streets,  ■^^•hich  were  be- 
ginning to  be  bus}^  and  more  full  of  life,  towards 
his  father's  house  in  search  of  Jonas  Parker. 
That  faithful  servitor  was  at  his  post.  "Follow 
me  to  Beauvale  this  afternoon  with  my  portman- 
teau.    "  Now,  get  me  a  cab." 

Great  was  the  astonishment  of  Jonas  Parker, 
who  had,  with  the  assistance  of  an  old  woman  who 
kept  the  house  in  the  Colonel's  absence,  prepared 
a  handsome  breakfast  for  the  party :  a  strong 
inkling  of  what  was  likely  to  take  2)lace  having, 
indeed,  made  its  way  into  his  brains. 

Leaving  him  to  his  conjectures,  and  to  the  prac- 
tice of  that  obedience  to  orders  which   is   more 
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valuable  in  a  servant  tlian  any  conjectures  at  all, 
we  must  follow  other  of  our  dramatis  personce  of 
more  importance. 

Having  accomplislied  lier  object,  as,  indeed,  she 
said  she  would,  Madame  Kosenfels  left  St.  David's, 
and  sought  St.  Swithin's-lane  once  more. 

She  was  frank  enough  with  her  friend  and  coun- 
sellor, Mr.  Shearham  :  and  gave  him  the  details  of 
an  exciting  and  eventful  morning,  seeing  that  it 
was  as  yet  but  eleven  o'clock;  and  excepting  a 
cup  of  coffee  and  a  piece  of  dried  toast  ^ladame 
had  had  no  breakfast. 

"  And  you  forbade  the  banns  1  You  did  wrong," 
said  the  man  of  business. 

"  I  think  not,"  said  ^Madame  Kosenfels,  with 
sufficient  aplomb. 

"You  will  draw  down  upon  yourself  more  ob- 
servation :  some  investigation  about  this  trust- 
money." 

"  From  whom  ?  I  can  refuse  to  answer.  Surely 
I  may  refer  them  to  you." 

"  Oh  !  well — yes,  my  dear  Madame ;"  and  here 
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he  took  her  hand  affectionately.  "  But  the  money 
lately  paid  to  your  account,  you  can  reinvest  that, 
or — or — let  us  have  it  ready  in  case  of  accident. 
The  money  for  the  resale  of  the  land  at  Lymmers- 
field." 

"  I  have  it  no  longer."  And  here  Madame  lost 
colour  and  aplomh  too. 

"Ah!  ah!  Well,  that's  welh  Eeinvested,  eh?" 
While  the  lawyer  felt  rather  aggrieved  that  he  had 
not  been  consulted.  "A  little  mortgage,  now." 
But  it  was  too  late. 

"  No,  not  reinvested :  that  is,  not  in  consols." 

The  lawyer  had  his  own  ideas  about  a  nest-egg 
for  ^ladame,  to  which  it  must  have  gone  :  but  he 
felt  satisfied  without  further  inquiry. 

"  I  was  obliged  to  use  it,  to  complete  a  purchase 
for  Violet." 

"  The  offer  will  be  renewed,  and  then  a  settle- 
ment of  some  kind  must  come." 

"  Never — from  that  quarter,"  said  she. 

Then  the  lawver  besjan  to  think  aloud.  "Yet 
that's  the  one  from  which  you  might   have   ex- 
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pected  more  lenient  terms,  more  time,  better  con- 
ditionSj  than  else^Yllere.  All !  you  were  wrong  ; 
why  not  have  trusted  me  ?  "  For  Madame  Rosen- 
fels  found  it  difficult  to  tell  the  truth  to  her  lover. 
No  one  trusts  one's  confessions  without  a  hope  of 
absolution,  and  the  extent  of  hers  might  have 
alarmed  even  ^lessrs.  Shearham  and  Fleecehall. 

As   she    drove  back  to  the  Station,    she 

thought  she  had  done  wrong ;  but  when  the  em- 
bezzlement of  trust-money  forms  part  of  the  onus 
of  an  obligation,  it  is  natural  to  make  some  efforts 
to  shirk  it.     Xine  thousand  pounds  of  somebody 
else's  money  she  had  gambled  away  with  the  as- 
sistance of  her  devoted  slave,  Mr.  Shearham,  and 
she  struggled  to  postpone  the  evil  day,  which  might 
not  come  at  all  if  she  could  but  keep  Violet,  or 
marry  her  to  the  right  person.     Had  she  known 
her   o^Mi   interests,  or    appreciated   generosity   in 
other  people,  even  now  she  would  have  retraced 
her  steps,  and  turned  honest. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

FRANK  REACHES  BEAUYALE. 

I  must  attend  time's  leisure  with  my  moan. — Siiakkspeare. 

Colonel  Beauclerc  had  succeeded  in  making 
Beauvale  one  of  tlie  pleasantest  houses  in  the 
county.  AYliat  wonder,  then,  that  it  was  always 
full  of  company  ?  Was  it  surprising  that  a  man 
with  a  remarkably  handsome  fortune,  well  con- 
nected, and  with  many  advantages  personal  as 
well  as  mental,  should  find  himself  surrounded  by 
society,  and  relieved  of  any  anxieties  as  to  the 
passage  of  the  arch-enemy  of  mankind,  his  own 
time  ?     Undoubtedly  not.     One  or  two  very  vene- 
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rable  spinster  ladies  held  up  their  hands ;  and 
dropped  them  again,  when  they  found  that  Lord 
Snaresborough  and  Lord  Ashdale  were  inclined 
to  make  much  of  him.  Those  noble  dinners  and 
the  county  hounds  demanded  some  sacrifice  !  Be- 
sides, what  could  it  matter  what  a  few  old  ladies 
and  some  country  parsons  and  their  wives  chose  to 
conjecture  ? 

"  What  is  it  they  say  about  Colonel  Beauclerc  ? 
Some  story  about  him  in  India,  wasn't  there  ? " 
said  the  Archdeacon  TruiSes  to  Dean  Buno-alow. 

o 

"Xow  who  told  you  that?"  replies  Bungalow, 
who  likes  good  living,  and  had  been  in  Lidia,  but 
had  not  known  the  Colonel  there. 

"  Well,  I  really  don't  know  :  but  ^L's.  Bunga- 
low was  saying." 

"My  dear  Archdeacon,  bless  my  heart  I  you 
mustn't  listen  to  the  women :  you  mustn't,  indeed. 
Ha!  ha  I  impossible  I  Good  joke  that!  Why, 
we  dined  there  the  day  before  yesterday — met 
Snaresborough  and  the  ladies — a  most  pleasant 
party  I "  And  the  innocent  old  Dean  rubbed  his 
hands  at  the  recollection. 

VOL.  II.  T 
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"  All !  I  tliouglit  you  would  know,  if  there  was 
anything.  We're  going  to  dine  there  to-morrow," 
replies  the  other,  at  the  same  time  Avondering  who 
the  great  persons  would  be  that  would  he  reserved 
for  them. 

"  Confound  that  wife  of  mine  I  Excellent  wo- 
man, Mrs.  Bungalow,  but  so  imprudent !"  thought 
the  Dean  to  himself,  as  he  kicked  his  fat  cob,  and 
rode  on  :  "  there  really  was  nothing  extraordinary ; 
and  everybody  knew  him." 

"There  was  something,  of  course,"  said  the 
Archdeacon,  as  he  reflected.  "  Tm  glad  we  know 
notliing  of  it :  it  was  rather  foolish  to  ask.  I  dare 
say  he's  a  very  pleasant  fellow."  And  he  and  his 
lady  did  go  to  dinner,  and  found  the  still  cham- 
pagne agree  with  them  admirably. 

So  the  Colonel  found  himself  in  the  very  thick 
of  county  society,  with  his  house  full  at  the  end  of 
the  hunting  season,  and  only  waiting  for  cvery- 
bodv  to  go,  before  he  moved  his  establishment  to 
his  new  house  in  Bellingham-square. 

"  When's  Frank  coming  back,  Beauclerc?"  said 
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Captain  Ashdale,  making  an  exceedingly  good 
cannon,  and  leaving  his  adversary  well  cushioned. 

"  Probably  to-morrow,  or  next  day.  I  rather 
expected  him  back  to-day,  but  I  had  a  letter  to 
tell  me  that  he  had  something  to  do.  I  think  he's 
teazing  himself  about  some  business  of  mine.  He 
knows  I  want  to  match  that  dappled-grey  phaeton 
horse — have  you  marked  that  miss  ? — and  I  ima- 
gine he's  staying  to  do  that,  if  he  can,  as  we're  to 
go  to  town  next  week."  Here  the  Colonel  looked 
at  his  cue,  chalked  it,  and  offered  to  take  odds» 
The  Captain  dechned  to  bet  them.  "  Lady 
Evelyn,  how  many  can  Frank  give  you  ? ''  The 
Colonel  was  fond  of  coupling  their  names  together 
thus  carelessly.  He  flatted  himself  that  his  scheme 
was  feasible,  at  least. 

"  We  never  play  together.  Frank  plays  too 
well  to  make  any  points  equalise  us." 

''  There  are  some  horses  no  weight  will  bring 
together,"  remarked  the  Captain,  sententiously. 
"  You  ana  Frank  couldn't  be  matched." 

Lady  Evelpi  blushed.  The  Captain  continued 
t2 
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his  game  by  scoring  a  red  hazard,  and  the  Colonel 
looked  at  tlie  lady,  and  had  a  shrewd  suspicion 
"Nvhich  would  give  weight  to  the  other.  "  Frank," 
thought  he,  "  can  win  when  he  likes."  However, 
Frank  was  not  then  to  profit  by  the  opportunity, 
and  the  Colonel  was  loshig  his  labour.  Indeed, 
he  scarcely  knew  that  he  was  partly  the  cause  of 
Frank's  absence. 

The  reader  understands  how  Frank's  time  had 
been  occupied  in  and  about  town.  He  had  not 
been  looking  for  a  match  for  the  dappled  grey. 

There  are  some  elastic  temperaments  that  never 
reflect — I  should  say,  appear  to  reflect.  Everard 
Beauclerc  was  one  of  these.  He  did  reflect,  of 
course ;  as  all  men  with  the  smallest  amount  of 
good  in  them  do :  but  he  did  not  reflect  for  long 
together.  It  was  by  fits  and  starts :  and  as  regards 
a  temptation,  with  the  same  results.  He  had  plenty 
that  might  have  occupied  his  attention,  but  he  had 
more  to  distract  it :  and  as  he  never  resisted,  never 
said  "  no,"  especially  to  himself,  the  consequence 
■was  a  reputation  for  universal  insouciance,  which 
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reputation  served  to  feed  or  to  encourage  the  feel- 
ing it  assumed  to  exist. 

"By  Jove!  Everard,"  said  Lord  Aslidale,  "I 
never  saw  such  spirits  in  my  hfe.  I  suppose  you 
never  are  low-spirited  ?  " 

"  Sometimes — not  often ;  but  I  am  very  low- 
spirited  occasionally." 

"Ha!  ha!"  lauo-hed  the  cheerful  old  Peer.    "I 

o 

can't  conceive  why.  You  seem  to  me  never  to 
have  a  care.  Never  saw  a  fellow  in  at  such  weights 
in  my  life." 

"  Providence  is  very  just :  but  you  see  some  of 
us  take  to  handicapping  ourselves,  and  then  we 
make  sad  mistakes.  I'm  afraid  I  may  have  done 
so." 

When  Lord  Ashdale  looked  up,  he  did  not  re- 
ply, as  he  was  about  to  do,  for  he  saw  at  once  that 
something  had  put  his  cousin  out ;  and  as  it  was 
so  rare  an  occurrence,  he  thought  it  might  be  as 
well  to  change  the  subject.  He  did  so ;  and  some 
of  the  men,  and  Lady  Ashdale  coming  in,  Beau- 
clerc  was  in  five  minutes  involved  in  the  arrange- 
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ments  for  the  Autumn  jMceting  at  Grammerton, 
and  filling  his  house  with  promises  from  his 
friends  to  make  one  of  his  i)arty.  lie  had  entirely 
forgotten  his  grievances,  and  was  amusing  his 
guests  with  his  wit  and  good-humour  till  they 
separated  to  dress  for  dinner. 

"  Who  will  have  a  cigar  to-night  ?  "  The  ladies 
were  gone  up-stairs,  and  half  a  dozen  men  only 
left  in  the  billiard-room.    "  You,  Gorsehampton  V 

"  No,  thank  you.  Colonel.  I  must  write  a  letter 
for  the  early  post,  and  then  I  shall  retire  to  roost." 

"  Lord  Snaresborough,  come,  one  cigar ;  or  I've 
one  of  those  cheroots  which  you  approved  of  so 
much  last  nii^ht." 

o 

Lord  Snaresborough  laughed.  "  No  !  no  !  you 
young  fellows  beat  me.  Ask  Ashdale.  I  suppose 
you  never  had  a  liver,  Beauclerc  ?  The  Captain 
is  the^only  one  young  enough  for  you."  And  the 
Captain  consented  to  smoke  one  cigar,  and  get 
through  one  glass  of"  sherry  and  soda-water,  just 
to  oblige  his  cousin. 

"  When  s  the  Derby,  Ashdale?"  said  the  Colonel, 


FRANK  REACHES  BEAUYALE.  279^ 

seating  himself  in  an  arm-chair,  and  giving  the 
Captain  another  on  the  other  side  of  the  fire. 

"On  the  27th;  the  Wednesday  after  next.  How 
do  you  go  ?  " 

"  Frank  and  I  go  down  together." 

"By  Jove!  Colonel,  you're  inseparables.  1 
thought  he'd  have  taken  down  the  regimental  drag. 
What  would  become  of  you,  if  they  were  ordered 
on  foreign  service."  The  Colonel  scarcely  an- 
swered ;  it  set  him  thinking  again  unpleasantly,  as 
he  had  been  during  the  last  few  days  at  times. 

"  I  wish  he  would  sell  out,  and  settle  down. 
He'd  better  come  here  and  help  me  to  look  after 
the  place.     There's  no  one  else  to  have  it." 

"  He's  full  young,"  said  Captain  Ashdale,  who 
had  been  in  one  of  the  household  reoimeiits  all  his 
life.     "  Let  him  get  his  troop  first." 

For  a  time  they  smoked,  as  men  will  smoke, 
looking  at  the  fire  in  silence.  Then  he  said, 
"  What  have  you  backed?" 

"  The  Duke's  horse  to  win ;  and  Harry  Daley's 
to  be  first,  second,  or  third.     I  took  four  thousand 
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to  one  about  the  first,  and  seven  liundred  to  four 
about  Daley's." 

"Of  course  you'll  hedge  some  of  it  before  the 
day.  They'll  be  sure  to  lay  two  to  one  about  the 
Duke's  horse,  if  he  stands  sound." 

"  I  shall  stand  about  half  of  it.  I  wonder 
what's  become  of  Frank  ?  " 

Colonel  Beauclerc  seemed  restless — the  rarest 
thing  with  him  ;  and  even  his  betting-book  had  no 
charms  for  him.  He  Avanted  Captain  Ashdale  to 
sit  with  him;  but  was  disinclined  to  talk.  At 
length  the  Captain  took  his  candle  and  his  leave 
for  the  night,  and  Colonel  Beauclerc  was  once 
more  alone,  with  half  a  cigar,  a  comfortable  fire, 
and  his  own  thoughts. 

They  were  anything  but  pleasant.  Beauclerc 
was  a  man  who,  if  he  had  given  himself  time  to 
think,  would  seldom  have  acted  wrongly.  When 
the  result  of  evil  actions  reached  him,  he  reijarded 
them  less  as  they  affected  himself,  than  as  they 
affected  other  people.  "Poor  Frank !"  said  he  to 
himself,  staring  at  a  live  coal,  and  smoking  very 
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slowly.  He  felt  very  miicli  for  Frank;  aiul  if  lie 
had  analysed  his  feelings,  there  was,  as  usual,  a 
great  deal  of  unconscious  selfishness  even  in  that. 

The  Colonel,  as  a  boy,  had  been  brought  up  in 
a  school  which  was  pre-eminently  calculated  to 
produce  elegant  scholars,  well-bred  English  gentle- 
men, or  unprincipled  idlers  ;  but  it  took  no  trouble 
to  mould  the  natural  disposition  for  the  one  or  the 
other  of  these,  by  the  inculcation  of  moral  obliga- 
tion or  religious  principles.  As  a  man,  he  had 
been  brought  up  in  a  school  well  disposed  to  look 
with  favourable  eyes  on  high  birth,  handsome  2:>er- 
son,  and  good  expectations,  backed  by  charming 
manners  and  good  digestion.  A  most  excellent  na- 
tural disposition,  an  innate  sense  of  what  was 
honourable  to  his  caste,  restrained  him  from  doing 
much  mischief. 

Frank,  and  let  us  hope  many  of  the  generation 
which  has  arisen  since  the  development  of  a  better 
system  of  public  education,  with  the  same  natural 
easiness  of  disposition  as  his  father,  had  been 
taught  to  control  its  impulses.     He  had  cultivated 
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as  high  a  sense  of  ^'  the  gentleman/'  -vvitli  a  much 
higher  sense  of  "the  good;'  He  had  an  equal 
sentiment  of  ^yhat  was  due  to  liimself  -svitli  a  more 
careful  consideration  of  what  was  due  to  others. 
It  made  him  more  staid,  less  high-spirited,  than 
the  Colonel,  less  popular  with  the  majority ;  but  it 
made  him  more  self-reliant,  more  to  be  depended 
upon,  and  more  capable  of  rendering  real  service. 

Colonel  Beauclerc's  faults  had  been  chiefly  those 
which  are  leniently  I'egarded  by  the  world.  What 
wonder  that  he  himself  followed  suit.  Few  men 
are  hard  upon  themselves.  He  was  not.  He  had 
suffered  plenty  of  serious  inconvenience  as  a 
younger  man  from  habits  of  extravagance  and  love 
of  play.  Now  he  was  sufferhig  in  the  person  of 
his  son,  on  whom  he  had  unconsciously  wrought  a 
great  wrong.  This  was  being  punished  in  a  way 
he  had  not  calculated  upon  ;  and,  strange  to  say, 
one  which  he  was  less  able  to  bear.  This  was  Avhy 
he  sat  listlessly  smoking  in  front  of  the  dying 
embers,  and  sighing  "  Poor  Frank  !  poor  Frank  !" 
and  wondering  how  soon  he  might  be  expected  to 
xret  over  it. 

o 
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The  Colonel  would  have  got  over  it,  as  he  had 
cot  over  a  few  errant  loves.  Constancv  was  not 
one  of  the  virtues  which  the  codes  of  his  schools 
had  included  in  their  curricula.  Frank  was  not 
so  likely  to  get  over  it  as  he  imagined. 

At  this  moment  there  was  a  step,  as  of  one  irre- 
solute to  knock  at  the  door  of  the  Colonel's  room. 
Presently  it  stopped,  and  then  it  took  courage  and 
knocked.  The  permission  to  come  in  was  obeyed 
instantly,  and  Jonas  Parker,  Frank's  man,  stood 
before  him. 

The  Colonel  looked  up.  "Ah!  Parker,  is 
that  you  ?     Where  do  you  come  from  ?  " 

"From  town,  sir;  to-day,  with  the  Captain's 
luoffrao'e.  I  came  to  ask  if  he  was  come  home,  sir ; 
or  whether  I  should  wait  up  for  him  ?  *' 

"  Well,  no  ;  I  think  not.  What  made  you  ex- 
pect him  to-day  ?  " 

'-  Because  he  told  me  he  should  come  do^^ii  this 
afternoon ;  the  Captain's  very  punctual,  sir." 

"He  generally  does  as  he  says,  certainly.  Is 
there  any  late  train  down  ?  " 

"  Yes,  at  eleven  o'clock,  sir ;  but  it's  past  that 
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now,  and  I  think  lie  must  have  been  detained  in 
London." 

"What's  the  time?" 

"  Ten  minutes  past  eleven,  sir." 

"  Then  he  Avill  very  likely  come  to-night  yet. 
He  could  hardly  be  here  before  the  quarter,  if  the 
train  was  punctual,  which  it  never  is.  Tell  Tom- 
linson  to  put  a  tray,  with  something  for  Mr.  Frank, 
in  the  dining-room  directly  he  hears  a  carriage 
come  to  the  door." 

"  Yes,  sir."  Jonas  Parker  retired,  and  the  Colonel 
lit  another  cigar. 

"  I've  done  him  a  great  injustice,"  thought  he ; 
"  how  can  I  make  up  to  him  for  it  ?  "  And  then  lie 
relapsed  into  a  brown  study,  which,  I  regret  to  say, 
had  no  element  of  real  repentance  in  it,  excepting 
that  last  regret  for  having  caused  pain  to  his  son. 

Presently  Mr.  Tomlinson  came  himself  to  in- 
quire whether  the  house  should  be  closed,  as  Mr. 
Frank  had  gone  straight  up  to  his  room,  and  would 
take  nothing,  and  did  not  wish  to  be  disturbed. 

"  Yes,  certainly."    Then  the  Colonel  went  to  his 
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bed  with  some  sense  of  relief,  and  some  of  regret. 
He  wanted  to  see  liis  boy,  and  yet  felt  half  afraid 
to  look  him  honestly  in  the  face.  There,  now ! 
that's  a  fine  recipe  for  doing  right,  or  for  not 
doing  AATong.  Be  able  to  look  your  fellow-crea- 
tures full  in  the  face,  and  desire  that  they  may  be 
able  to  do  the  same  by  you.  Man  was  meant  to 
walk  upright  in  the  image  and  semblance  of  his 
Maker.  The  serpent  only  erects  his  head  as  occa- 
sion offers  for  evil. 

And  what  had  Frank  been  doing  all  this  time  ? 
He  had  packed  off  his  valet  and  his  luggage,  and 
had  left  his  father's  house  in  Bellingham-square  to 
the  tender  mercies  of  the  old  housekeeper. 

Most  men  are  deeply  affected  at  what  may  be 
called  language,  as  true  as  it  is  practical ;  the  dis- 
appointment of  their  fondest  hopes.  And  when 
Frank  Beauclerc  walked  down  the  steps  of  St. 
David's  Church,  leaving  his  intended  bride  to  her 
brother  and  her  friend,  he  had  every  reason  for 
believing  that  henceforth  Violet  could  be  nothing 
more  to  him,  than  one  in  whom  he  felt  a  deep  in- 
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terest.  His  views  were  gloomy  enough,  and  no 
temperament,  natural  or  acquired,  could  have 
altered  their  complexion  at  that  moment. 

The  impediment  to  his  marriage  with  Violet 
Carloss  involved  a  secret,  which  required  verifica- 
tion, but  which,  if  verified,  rendered  that  marriage 
simply  insurmountable.  What  then  was  the  course 
of  action  to  be  pm'sued  ?  To  shake  off  the  depres- 
sion wdiich,  after  his  first  burst  of  temper,  had 
taken  possession  of  him ;  and  to  seek  for  the  solu- 
tion or  confirmation  of  Madame  Rosenfels's  dis- 
closure. Frank  had  no  hack  in  tovm,  or  he  would 
have  taken  a  ride ;  faut  de  mieux,  he  took  a  walk. 

He  w^ould  have  consulted  somebody  or  other; 
for  Frank,  though  self-dependant  enough,  knew 
that  old  heads  are  better  than  young  ones,  upon 
some  occasions.  The  present  was  certainly  one  of 
those  occasions  :  but  the  question  involved  others 
as  well  as  himself  and  Violet.  So  he  decided  that 
he  must  be  his  own  councillor. 

He  foresaw  plainly  enough,  too,  that  Eeginald 
Carloss  must  have  an  explanation  of  some  sort, 
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and  this  coulJ  not  be  given  without  some  com- 
munication with  his  father.  Better  go  to  Beauvale 
this  afternoon,  and  have  it  over  at  once  I  A 
quicker  temper  would  have  done  so. 

He  was  sorely  pressed,  poor  fellow  I  and  the 
thought  of  that  lo^'ing,  trusting  face  clung  to  him 
as  he  walked  rapidly  over  the  park,  and  took 
refu£!;e  in  Kensino;ton  Gardens. 

In  the  course  of  an  hour  or  two  he  returned, 
and  called  in  Bellingham-square  to  see  if  his 
servant  was  gone :  determined  upon  following 
straightway. 

"Please,  sir,  this  note  came  this  morning  an 
hour  after  you  left,  or  more.  Would  you  please 
to  take  something,  sir  ?  "  said  the  old  charwoman, 
sympathisingly,  and  looking  at  Frank's  face,  which 
was  haggard  and  stern,  as  warriors'  are  vront  to  be 
when  fioiitino'  the  hardest  battle  a  man  can  fi<jht, 
against  himself,  and  meaning  to  win. 

So  he  walked  into  the  dining-room,  thanking  the 
old  woman,  and  threw  himself  into  a  chair. 

She  poured  him  out  a  glass  of  sheriy,  and  then 
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lie  opened  tlic  note.  It  was  almost  what  lie  ex- 
pected :  and  it  only  disconcerted  liim,  as  it  in- 
volved a  fresh  delay.  It  was  from  Reginald 
Carloss :  short  and  hnrried :  Frank  thought  it 
nnkind ;  but  he  was  rather  in  a  humour  to  think 
most  thino;s  unkind. 

"  ^  ^Iy  dear  Beauclerc' — ("  He  used  to  say 
^  Frank/  "  thought  he), — ^  I  am  gone  down  to 
Lymmersfield  with  my  sister.  She  wishes  to  go 
to  the  Colvilles  with  their  daughter.  I  shall  return 
this  afternoon,  and  should  very  much  wish  to  see 
you  before  you  leave  town.  Indeed,  under  the 
circumstances  of  the  case,  some  explanation  is  in- 
dispensable, if  only  for  my  sister  s  sake. 
"  ^  Yours  A^ery  faithfully, 

"  *  Reginald  Carloss.' 

"  ^  Only  for  my  sister's  sake ! '  What  a  joke ! 
As  if  he  could  care  one  half  about  his  sister  that  I 
do."  This  was  unjust,  but  the  best  men  are  made 
so  for  a  time  by  unmerited  opposition. 

Frank  could  not  go  out  of  town  at  all  events, 
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and  he  knew  it.  So  lie  made  the  best  of  it,  and 
fancied  that  he  read  for  an  hour  or  two.  Still 
Reginald  Carloss  did  not  come.  This  suspense 
was  intolerable  :  so  off  he  went  again,  through  the 
streets  this  time,  into  the  busy  hum  of  men  :  the 
noise  and  bustle  distracted  him  truly,  but  it  alle- 
viated no  suffering,  so  he  returned  again  to  his 
house  to  find  that  Reginald  Carloss  had  been  to  see 
him,  and  would  return  at  six. 

At  six  he  did  return,  and  Frank  met  him  openly 
and  fearlessly,  but  as  a  friend  whom  he  had  un- 
intentionally wronged. 

"You  must  see,  Frank,  that  an  explanation  is 
due  to  me  :  nor  can  I  consent  to  be  guided  by 
Violet's  yiews  of  right  or  wrong.  She  is  a  judge 
of  her  own  happiness,  but  not  of  the  honour  of  her 
family." 

"  If  the  explanation  of  what  has  occurred  could 
be  given  at  once  you  should  not  have  to  wait. 
Excuse  my  saying  again  that  it  is  impossible." 

"  And  Avhen,"  said  Reginald  Carloss,  with  some 
coldness,  "'  may  I  expect  to  be  satisfied  ?  " 

VOL.  II.  U 
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"  Yon  are  not  more  anxions  to  liavc  vonr  due 
than  I  to  give  it.  I  go  down  by  the  late  train  now, 
or  I  would  have  endeavoured  to  write  to  you  by 
this  night's  post.  But  do  not  imagine  that  I  feel 
less  for  your  sister  than  you  can  do  yourself." 

"  Then  clear  up  this  mystery  at  once.  No  man 
or  woman,  after  what  has  occurred,  has  a  right  to 
stand  between  us  ;  nor  shall  they." 

"  Excuse  me,  Carloss :  this  is  unreasonable. 
My  happiness  and  honoiu'  is  quite  as  dear  to  me  as 
yours,  and  both  are  equally  involved  in  the  eluci- 
dation of  this  business.  You  must  wait.  Your 
sister  trusts  me,  and  you  must  do  the  same." 

With  a  few  more  w^ords,  of  no  more  amicable  a 
tone  than  this,  but  without  an  open  breach,  they 
parted :  and  Frank  reached  Beauvale  by  the  late 
train,  determined  on  not  seeing  his  father  till  a 
nio'ht's  rest  had  fitted  him  for  the  interview.  He 
was  wearied  with  sorrow  and  uncertainty,  and 
scarcely  capable  of  trusting  himself. 

A  briirht  Mav  sun  shone  into  Frank  Beauclerc's 
window  on  the  following  morning :  and  he  saw 
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that  it  was  later  than  usual.  Frank  was  a  good 
riser,  but  on  this  particular  occasion  there  was  an 
excuse  for  him.  He  could  scarcely  sleep  all  night. 
When  he  did  he  was  feverish,  restless,  and  dis- 
turbed by  curious  visions.  He  seemed  to  have  in 
them  no  perception  of  the  lapse  of  time.  He  lost 
himself  between  Grammerton  School  and  St. 
David's  Church  all  in  a  moment,  and  when  he 
woke  with  a  start  he  was  falling  dov>ii  hundi'ed  of 
steps,  catching  at  the  altar-rails  to  save  himself. 
Of  course,  when  morning  came,  he  spread  himself 
well  out  over  the  whole  bed,  his  arms  lying  list- 
lessly outside  of  his  counterpane,  and  then  he  slept, 
if  not  calmly,  heaAaly.  It  was  then  he  dreamt  of 
Violet  once  more.  "WHien  he  roused  himself  up  at 
last,  he  found  his  bath  and  its  appurtenances  all 
ready  to  receive  him.  At  the  end  of  twenty 
minutes  he  rano;  the  bell. 

"  Jonas,  why  didn't  you  call  me  ?  " 

"  I  made  as  much  noise  as  I  could,  sir,  with  the 
bath  and  the   shutters,  but   you   seemed  so  fast 
asleep  I  didn't  like  to  wake  you." 
u2 
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"What's  the  time?" 

"  A  quarter  to  eleven.  Most  of  the  gentlemen 
are  gone  down  to  tlie  stables  with  the  Colonel  an 
hour  ago,  sir." 

"Most  of  the  gentlemen?  " 

"  Yes,  sir.     House  is  nearly  full  o'  company." 

"  Company  !  Who's  here,  do  you  know  ?  "  And 
Frank  began  to  speculate  on  the  chances  or  pro- 
priety of  getting  an  interview  with  his  father.  He 
knew  the  revelations  or  inquiries  he  had  to  make 
to  be  embarrassing. 

Jonas  Parker  repeated  the  name  of  the  guests, 
as  far  as  he  was  able. 

"  Lady  Evelyn's  here  with  her  brother  and 
LadyAshdaler' 

"  So  I  was  given  to  understand,  sir." 

"Bring  me  my  shaving  water,  directly;"  for 
Frank  hated  beards  as  much  as  I  do.  He  en- 
couraged nothing  but  a  light  cavalry  moustache. 
Jonas  disappeared,  and  in  the  course  of  half  an 
hour  more  Frank  reached  the  breakfast-room.  It 
was  not  entirely  deserted.     Lady  Evelyn  Ashdale 
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was  someliow  or  other  finisliincr  her  momincr  meal, 
dallying  TNdth  apricot-jam,  quite  accidentally,  of 
com'se.  What  could  she  do  hut  wait  to  pour  out 
Frank's  tea  ? 

The  peculiarity  of  Lady  Eyelyn's  face  and 
general  aj^pearance  was  high  blood.  It  was  not 
that  ravishing  beauty  which  belonged  to  Violet 
Carloss,  which  chancred  from  m-aye  to  ixav  with 
equal  aptitude,  and  was  still  so  lovely  that  no  one 
could  indulge  a  preference  of  mood,  though  all 
were  conscious  of  the  difference.  Lady  Evelyn 
was  elegance  itself :  but  no  one  conceived  what  she 
might  have  been  in  a  soiled  dress  or  a  gipsy-hat 
with  the  rim  half  off.  She  was  one  of  those  fair, 
gentle  girls  who  are  to  be  seen  in  the  Park  in 
barouches  from  six  to  eight  of  a  summer's  noon, 
with  blonde  hair,  and  eyes,  nose,  mouth,  and  chin, 
just  in  the  right  place.  She  could  never  have 
been  other  than  she  was  without  degenerating. 
Violet  might  have  had  her  hair  in  several  parishes 
at  once,  and  been  riding  a  donkey  on  the  sands  at 
Ramsgate,  her  nose  might  have  been  on  one  side. 
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her  cheeks  flushed,  and  she  could  ahnost  have 
afforded  a  front  tooth.  ;She  would  still  have  been 
beautiful.  Lady  Evelyn  -was  calm,  quiet,  im- 
passive, smiling,  good  tempered,  en  grande  tenue  at 
all  times  ;  so  she  was  now. 

Frank  always  liked  his  cousin.  E^-erybody  else 
did  the  same.  She  was  universally  popular,  for 
she  always  complied  with  the  weakness  of  the 
multitude.  She  disappointed  no  one's  preconceived 
opinion  of  what  a  Lady  Evelyn  should  be.  She 
was  accomplished,  and,  if  not  clever,  at  least  more 
au  courant  to  what  was  going  on  in  the  world 
than  most  girls.  Like  other  women  of  her  class, 
she  was  not  above  an  innocent  stratagem  for  the 
support  of  her  pretension  in  the  world. 

They  greeted  one  another  kindly  enough.  Frank 
Beauclerc  had  determined  upon  a  strict  line  of 
conduct  until  the  absence  of  his  father's  guests, 
and,  as  usual,  overacted  his  part.  He  was  as  kind, 
as  indeed  he  meant  to  be,  and  more  than  usually 
attentive,  to  Lady  Evelyn.  The  young  lady  had 
no  disposition  to  repel  him :  she  was  too  well  bred 


FRAXK  REACHES  BEAUVALE.  295 

for  flirtation,  ■with  too  high  a  sense  of  her  own 
vahie  to  fall  in  love  unwittingly;  but  so  good- 
looking  a  fellow  as  Frank  Beauclerc,  with  so  good 
a  position  in  the  county,  was  worth  a  passing  con- 
sideration even  by  Lady  Evelyn  Ashdale. 

"  So  they're  all  gone  to  the  stables,  Lady 
Evelyn  ?  "  said  Frank. 

"  I  believe  so ;  to  see  a  new  hack  that  the 
Colonel  has  bought." 

"  He's  impatient.  I  think  Anderson  w^ould 
have  found  him  one  when  we  get  up  to  town. 
Thank  you ;  half  a  cup  more.*' 

"  He  told  my  brother  that  he  thought  it  right 
to  encourao'e  the  farmers,  so  he  bouo^ht  this  of  a 
man  near  here  who  bred  him." 

"  He's  quite  right.  Lady  Evelyn  :  the  worst  of 
a  farmer's  horse  is,  that,  however  good,  his  manners 
have  to  be  made  after  he  comes  to  you." 

"  And  that  pleasure  your  father  reserves  for 
you  :  at  least,  so  he  tells  us." 

"  I'm  sorry  for  that,  for  you  Avon't  like  riding 
wdth  me  if  he's  no  better  than  most  of  the  sort." 
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"  Indeed  I  shall  not :  for  if  lie's  like  Avhat  your 
father  says,  I  shall  lose  all  my  admirers  by  the 
side  of  him." 

Here  Frank  finished,  and  rose  from  the  table. 
"  Shall  we  go  and  look  at  him.  Lady  Evel^m?" 

"  I  should  like  it,  of  all  things,  if  you'll  wait  for 
me." 

And  he  did  wait  that  interminable  minute 
which  ladies'-maids  require  for  the  adjustment 
of  a  very  becoming  garden-hat.  And  the  minute 
Avas  like  his  dream:  an  endless  succession  of 
events,  always  ending  in  the  large  tearful  eyes  he 
had  left  in  the  vestry-room  of  St.  David's.  It 
wanted  an  effort  or  two  more,  and  he  made  them. 

"  Have  you  been  here  long.  Lady  Evelyn  ?  " 

"  The  day  before  yesterday,  and  we  go  to-day." 
The  lady  drew  a  light  scarf  round  her  shoulders, 
which  Frank  adjusted.  "Thanks,  very  much!" 
And  they  sallied  forth  from  the  window  round  the 
house  towards  the  stable. 

"To-day?" 

The  lady  looked  up,  rather  expecting  some  de- 
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precatoiy  expression  of  regret,  but  Frank  could 
not  manage  to  get  it^  out.  The  fact  ^vas,  lie  was 
wondering  how  long  he  could  hear  his  burthen 
without  assistance.  A  difficulty,  like  a  double 
post  and  rail,  shoidd  always  be  negotiated  at  once, 
if  it  be  a  severe  one  :  procrastination  either  in- 
creases its  proportions  to  an  insurmountable  size, 
or  decreases  our  power  of  active  energ}'  to  their 
minimum  capability. 

^'  Yes  :  the  horses  are  ordered  at  twelve  from 
Barrow" — Frank  breathed  freely — '*  but,  you 
know,  we  shall  not  go  till  after  lunch :  mamma 
never  leaves  her  room  till  one  o'clock.'' 

'•  That  must  do,  then,"  thought  he,  "  and  the 
letter  must  go  to-night  instead  of  to-day.'' 

Frank  liked  the  horse  very  much.  His  father 
was  charmed  to  see  him  on  him  half  an  horn'  later: 
and  when  he  remarked  how  attentive  he  was  to 
his  cousin,  and  heard  him  express  an  anticipation 
of  riding  together  with  the  new  four-year-old, 
Colonel  Beauclerc  bec^an  to  think  that  the  i^ame 
was  not  yet  played  out.     To  be  sm'e,  Violet  was  a 
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charming  girl,  but  not  quite  up  to  Frank's  mark : 
lie  would  do  better  with  his  cousin.  The  only 
thing  that  gives  us  some  hope  is  that  he  likes 
Frank  himself  better  than  either  of  them.  But 
for  this  it  is  all  over  with  our  heroine. 

AYe  have  a  few  hours  to  spare  while  Frank 
plays  a  game  of  billiards  with  Ihe  young  lady.  It 
was  a  very  hard  game  for  him — but  he  played  as 
all  gentlemen  should  play  with  ladies.  He  allowed 
her  to  win,  having  received  thirty  out  of  fifty. 
And  while  old  Lady  Ashdale  lectures  her  maid, 
and  takes  her  chocolate  in  her  room,  and  has  her 
clothes  and  dresses  packed  after  her  own  fashion  : 
while  Captain  Ashdale  inspects  the  horses,  the 
terriers,  and  the  setters  at  the  keeper's  lodge  in 
the  park,  accompanied  by  the  Colonel  and  Lord 
Gorsehampton,  a  capital  judge  of  a  fox-terrier,  by 
the  way,  and  author  of  that  good  letter  on  the 
subject  of  cropping,  which  set  them  all  to  rights, 
Sir  Edwin  inclusive :  and  while  the  party  in 
general  was  breaking  up,  sending  for  flys  and 
post-horses,  and  settling  plans  for  the  Derby  and 
Oaks  days'  operations :  while  they  are  doing  that 
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we  must  give  ten  lines  to  tlie  woman  we  call  our 
heroine. 

Violet  Carloss  was  received,  as  she  well  knew 
she  would  be,  by  the  Colvilles  with  every  kindness. 
It  was  not  in  Mrs.  Colviile's  nature  to  ignore  any 
fact,  but  it  was  as  little  in  her  nature  to  ''  break 
the  bruised  reed."  Yiolet  came  to  her  unques- 
tioned; and  if  a  kinder  salutation  and.  a  warmer 
kiss  than  usual  greeted  the  poor  girl,  it  was  that 
she  knew  she  had  suffered  sufficiently  for  her  im- 
prudence. As  to  Alice,  she  had  no  such  feeling 
for  her  :  and  exercising  a  mother's  authority,  she 
pointed  out  the  danger  of  giving  way  to  impulses, 
however  generous,  where  a  positive  wrong  could 
never  be  made  right. 

From  that  time  the  subject  was  dropped  for  the 
present ;  and  it  was  not  till  long  afterwards  that 
Violet  was  made  to  understand  how  dangerous  may 
be  the  mischance  into  which  disobedience  may  lead 
a  woman,  by  her  own  escape. 

When  the  afternoon  came,  the  Ashdales  took 
their  leave.  They  were  the  last  to  go.  The 
Colonel  bid  them  adieu  with  some  warmth,  and 
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then  disappeared.  Well  as  Frank  Beauclerc  con- 
cealed his  feelings,  it  was  impossible  not  to  per- 
ceive a  certain  restlessness  of  manner  unusual  to 
him.  Xow  that  the  moment  was  arrived  for  an 
explanation,  his  father  was  gone  :  no  one  knew 
whither.  So  Frank  strolled  out  on  this  fine  early 
summer  s  day.  He  crossed  the  park,  and  took  his 
way  leisurely  towards  the  village  of  Barrow. 

Beauvale  itself  was  a  mere  hamlet.  A  few  cot- 
tages and  the  parsonage  were  all  it  consisted  of. 
The  parson  was  an  eccentric  person,  half  book- 
worm, half  idler :  a  man  of  fifty  years  of  age, 
scarcely  a  companion  for  anybody — certainh'  not 
for  the  Beauclercs,  or  the  people  whom  he  might 
have  seen  there.  Parson  Butler  was  a  curiosity, 
and  having  been  so  for  many  years,  would  scarcely 
have  taken  a  polish  without  being  altogether  spoilt. 

Not  so  the  Rector  of  Barrow  :  and  Frank,  at  the 
end  of  an  hour  or  more,  found  himself  at  Tom 
OrieFs  gate.  Oriel  was  a  man  of  forty,  avIio  was 
young-looking,  and  younger  in  mind  and  pursuits 
than  many  a  man  of  thirty. 
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He  vras  encrao-ed  on  a  sermon  when  Frank  in- 
terrupted  him. 

''  I'm  odad  vou're  come.  I  wanted  an  excuse  to 
idle.  Come  into  the  garden."  So  Oriel  met  the 
Youno;  soldier. 

'^  What  success  in  the  Muddiford  Brook  ?  " 

''  Not  much  as  yet.  It  doesn't  come  on  till 
later.  The  May-fly's  no  use  here.  How's  yom' 
father?  The  Colonel  has  some  queer  customers 
here  among  the  preserves." 

"  I  think  he's  satisfied,  on  the  whole :  and  next 
year  they  promise  well." 

''  The  farmers  or  the  foxes  ?  " 

'^  Both." 

"  A  bird  in  the  hand's  Y'orth  two  in  the  bush." 

"You're  pretty  Y'ell  off  in  this  neighbour- 
hood?" 

'^  Yes  I  there's  nothing  wrong  here.  I've  squared 
my  tenant  for  you  ;  and  that  glebe  cover  is  one  of 
the  best  in  the  country.  But  you  didn't  come  here 
to  talk  about  foxes,  Beauclerc.  Come,  let  us  have 
it.    What's  the  matter  ?  "    The  parson  was  shrewd 
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enough,  and  had  seen  there  was  something  on 
Frank's  mind  from  the  beginning.  "  Can  I  lielp 
you  ? "' 

"  I  know  you  would  if  you  coukl." 

"  Indeed  I  woukk  It's  my  business,  so  don't 
make  so  much  of  it  as  you  seem  disposed  to."  The 
parson  produced  a  bottle  of  |light  claret,  which  he 
carried  with  him  to  the  garden. 

After  a  short  pause,  Frank  began  :  "  Is  disobe- 
dience to  a  father  the  right  thing.  Oriel  ?  "  Frank 
was  tolerably  abrupt,  for,  to  tell  the  truth,  he 
hardly  knew  what  to  say. 

Oriel  had  been  acquainted  with  Frank's  father 
years  before.  "  Certainly  not !  You  sec,  you  put 
a  general  question,  and  you've  got  the  only  answer 
you  could  expect." 

^'•'  Would  it  be  ri^ht  to  marrv  against  your  incli- 
nation  to  please  him  ?  " 

"  Now,  that's  a  particular  question,  and  you 
will  get  a  general  negative  out  of  it.  Certainly 
not.     But  I  ouolit  to  know  the  circumstances  of 

o 

the  case." 
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Frank  began  to  see  that  he  had  not  been  wholly 
honest  in  proposmg  the  question :  so  he  ben-an 
again:  ^' Would  it  be  right  to  marry  without  his 
consent  ?  " 

^'  How  old  are  you  ?  " 

'- 1  ?     Oh  I  well,  I'm  twenty-three/' 

^'•'  It  is  about  the  last  step  you  should  take.  It 
might  be  not  morally  wrong :  but  no  man  knows 
the  result  of  such  an  action.  In  youi'  case,  I  can 
hardly  realise  a  refusal,  if  the  girl  was  unobjection- 
able. At  the  same  time,  things  in  themselves  right 
are  not  always  expedient.  It  would  vrant  long 
sleeping  upon." 

Frank  had  certainly  not  acted  veiy  precipitately. 
^^  Are  the  sins  of  the  fathers  visited  upon  the 
chilcben  ?  " 

"  Undoubtedly :  not  in  eternity  ;  certainly  tem- 
porarily." 

"  That  seems  unjust." 

"But  it  caut  be  so,  because  it  is  one  of  the 
ordinances  of  God.  I  cant  venture  upon  arguing 
the  point  with  you.     But  if  you  won't  trust  the 
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Almighty  so  far,  you  won't  trust  him  at  all.  If 
God  says  that  it  shall  be  so,  depend  upon  it,  it  will 
be  so,  and  for  very  good  purposes." 

Then  they  talked  about  indifferent  matters,  and 
at  five  or  six  o'clock  Frank  Beauclerc  went  home. 
Oriel  went  in  and  sketched  a  sermon  for  Sunday, 
having  for  his  text,  "  The  fathers  have  eaten  sour 
grapes,  and  the  children's  teeth  are  set  on  edge." 
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